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INSCRIPTIONS. 



I. 

IS THE OROUmDS OF COLEORTON/ THE SEAT OF SIB GEOBOE 
BEAUMONT, BART.^ LEIOESTEBSHIBB. 

1808. 

[Ib the grounds of Coleorton these verses are engraved on a stone 
placed near the Tree, which was thriving and spreading when 
I saw it in the summer of 1841.] 

The embowering rose, the acacia, and the pine, 

Will not unwillingly their place resign ; 

If but the Cedar thrive that near them stands, 

Planted by Beaumont's and by "Wordsworth's hands. 

One wooed the silent Art with studious pains : 

These groves have heard the Other's pensive strains ; 

Devoted thus, their spirits did unite 

By interchange of knowledge and delight. 

May Nature's kindliest powers sustain the TreOk 

And Love protect it from all injury ! 

And when its potent branches, wide out-thrown, 

Darken the brow of this memorial Stone, 

Here may some Painter sit in future days, 

Some future Poet meditate his lays ; 

Not mindless of that distant age renowned 

When Inspiration hovered o'er this ground, 

YOL. v. B 
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The haunt of him who sang how spear and shield 
In civil conflict met on Bosworth-field; 
And of that fSeunous Touth, full soon removed 
From earth, perhaps bj Shakspeare's self approved, 
Fletcher's Associate, Jonson's Friend beloved. 



IN ▲ OABDEN OF THB SAMB. 

[This Niohe U in the sandstone-rock in the winter-garden at 
Goleorton, which gurden, as has been elsewhere said, was 
made under our direction ont of an old unsightly quarry. 
While the labourers were at work, Mrs. Wordsworth, my Sister, 
and I used to amuse ourselyes occasionally in scooping this seat 
out of the soft stone. It is of the size, with sometlung of the 
appearance, of a StaU in a Cathedral. This inscription is not 
engraven, as the former and the two foUowing are^ in the 
grounds.] 

Oft is the medal faithful to its trust 

HVhen temples, columns, towers, are laid in dust ; 

And 'tis a common ordinance of fate 

That things obscure and small outlive the great : 

Hence, when yon mansion and the flowery trim 

Of this fair garden, and its alleys dim, 

And all its stately trees, are passed away, 

This little Niche, unconscious of decay. 

Perchance may still survive. And be it known 

That it was scooped within the living stone, — 

Not by the sluggish and ungrateful pains 

Of labourer plodding for his daily gains, 
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But by an industry that wrought in love ; 
With help firom female hands^ that proudly stroye 
To aid the work, what time these walks and bowers 
Were shaped to cheer dark winter's lonely hours. 



in. 



WBimEN AT THE BEQUEST OF BIB OEOBGB BEAUMONT, BABT., AKD 
IN HIB NAME, VOB AN UBN, FL^OBD BT HIM AT THE TEBMI- 
NATION OF A NEWLT-FLANTEO AVENUE, IN THE SAME QB0UNS6. 

Tb Lime-trees, ranged before this hallowed TJm, 

Shoot forth with lively power at Spring's return ; 

And be not slow a stately growth to rear 

Of pillars, branching off &om year to year, 

Till they have learned to frame a darksome aisle ; — 

That may recal to mind that awful Pile 

Where Beynolds, 'mid our country's noblest dead, 

In the last sanctity of fame is laid. 

— ^There, though by right the excelling Painter sleep 

Where Death and Qlory a joint sabbath keep, 

Yet not the less his Spirit would hold dear 

Belf-hidden praise, and Friendship's private tear: 

Hence, on my patrimonial grounds, have I 

Saised this &ail tribute to his memory ; 

Prom youth a zealous follower of the Art 

That he professed ; attached to him in heart ; 

Admiring, loving, and with grief and pride 

Feeling what England lost when Beynolds died. 

b2 
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IT. 

VOB ▲ SEAT ZV THB OBOYES OF CX>LBOBTOH. 

Bevsath jon eastern ridge, the craggy bonndy 
Bugged and bigb, of Ghamwood's forest ground 
Stand yet, but, Stranger ! bidden from thy view, 
The ivied Buins of forlorn Gbaoe Dietj ; 
Erst a religious House, which day. and night 
With hymns resounded, and the chanted rite : 
And when those rites had ceased, the Spot gave birth 
To honourable Men of various worth : 
There, on the margin of a streamlet wild. 
Did Francis Beaumont sport, an eager child ; 
There, under shadow of the neighbouring rocks, 
Sang youthfiil tales of shepherds and their flocks ; 
Unconscious prelude to heroic themes, 
Heart-breaking tears, and melancholy dreams 
Of slighted love, and scorn, and jealous rage. 
With which his genius shook the buskined stage. 
Communities are lost, and Empires die. 
And things of holy use unhallowed lie ; 
They perish ; — but the Intellect can raise. 
From airy words alone, a File that ne'er decays. 

1808. 
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T. 

ITBITTEN WITH A FBNOIL XTPON A BTONX HT THE WALL OF TBS 

HOUSE (an oniHsouas), on the island at qrasmerb* 

Etjde is this Edifice, and Thou hast seen 
Buildings, albeit rude, that hare maintained 
Proportions more harmonious, and approad^ 
To closer fellowi^ip with ideal ^raoe. 
But take it in good part : — alas ! the poor 
YitruTiiiB of our yiHage had no help 
From the great City ; never, upon leaves 
Of red Morocco folio^ saw Splayed, 
In long succession, pre-existing ghosts 
Of Beauties yet unborn — ^the rustic Lodge 
Antique, and Cottage with verandah graced. 
Nor lacking, for fit company, alcove. 
Green-house, shell-grot, and moss-lined hermitage. 
Thou see'st a homely Pile, yet to these walls 
The heifer comes in the snow-storm, and here 
The new-dropped lamb finds shelter from the wind. 
And hither does one Poet sometimes row 
His pinnace, a small vagrant barge, up-piled 
With plenteous store of heath and withered fern, 
(A lading which he with his sickle cuts, 
Among the mountains) and beneath this roof 
He makes his summer couch, and here at noon 
Spreads out his limbs, while, yet unshorn, the Sheep, 
Panting beneath the burthen of their wool, 
Xiie round him, even as if they were a part 
Of his own Household : nor, while from his bed 
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He looks, through the open door-place, toward the lake 
And to the Btiiring breezes, does he waat 
Creations lovely as the work of sleep — 
Pair sights, and visions of romantic joy ! 



WJUTTJUI WIIB A BLATB FKTOIL OV A 9SOVM, ON THB BTOB OF 
TBB KOUHTAIN OF BLACK OOXB. 

[Thi oirciunstaiioe, alluded to at the oonclnmon of these versefl, -was 
told me by Dr. Satterthwiute, who was Inonmbent of Bootle, 
a small town at the foot of Black Comb. He had the par- 
ticolaiB from one of the engineers who was employed in making 
trigonometrical snrveys of that region.] 

Stat, bold Adventurer ; rest awhile thy limbs 
On this commodious Seat ! for much remains 
Of hard ascent before thou reach the top 
Of this huge Eminence, — from blackness named. 
And, to far-travelled storms of sea and land, 
A £sivourite spot of tournament and. war ! 
But thee may no such boisterous visitants 
Molest ; may gentle breezes fan thy brow ; 
And neither cloud conceal, nor misty air 
Bedim, the grand terraqueous spectacle, 
!From centre to circumference, unveiled ! 
Enow, if thou grudge not to prolong thy rest^ 
That on the summit whither thou art bound, 
A geographic Labourer pitched his tent. 
With books supplied and instruments of art, 
To measure height and distance ; lonely task, 
"Week after week pursued ! — To him was given 
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Full many a glimpse (but sparingly bestowed 

On timid man) of Nature's processes 

Upon the exalted hills. He made report 

That once, while there he plied his studious work 

Within that canvass Dwelling, colours, lines. 

And the whole surface of the out-spread map, 

Became invisible : for all around 

Had darkness &Uen — ^unthreatened, unprodaimed^ 

As if the golden day itself had been 

Extinguished in a moment ; total gloom, 

In wluch he sate alone, with tmdosed eyes, 

Upon the blinded mountain's silent top ! 

1813. 



Tn. 

WBITTSK WITB A SLATS FBNCIL UPON A STONE, THK LAB0B3T OF 
A HKAP LTING NEAR A DESERTED QUARRT, UFOE ONE OV THE 
ISLANDS AT RTDAL. 

Stbakgeb ! this hillock of mis-shapen stones 

Is not a Buin spared or made by time, 

Nor, as perchance thou rashly deem'st, the Cairn 

Of some old British Chief: 'tis nothing more 

Than the rude embryo of a little Dome 

Or Pleasure-house, once destined to be built 

Among the birch-trees of this rocky isle. 

But, as it chanced, Sir William having learned 

That from the shore a full-grown man might wade. 

And make himself a freeman of this spot 

At any hour he chose, the prudent Knight 

Desisted, and the quarry and the mound 

Are monuments of his unfinished task. 



The block on which these Imes 
Was once selected as the 
Of that intended Pile, which would hafc 
Some quaint odd plajthing of ekboote skiDy 
So that, I guess, the linnet and the thinsli. 
And other little builders who dwell hete^ 
Uad wondered at the work. But Uame him not, 
l*or old Sir William was a gentle Knight, 
Bred in this vale, to which he appCTtained 
With all his ancestry. Then peace to him, 
And for the outrage which he had devised 
Entire forgiveness I— But if thou art one 
On Are with thy impatience to become 
An inmate of these mountains, — ^if, distorhed 
By beautiful conceptions, thou hast hewn 
Out of the quiet rock the elements 
Of thy trim Mansion destined soon to blaze 
In snow-white splendour, — think again; and, taught 
By old Sir William and his quarry, leave 
Thy fragments to the bramble and the rose ; 
There let the vernal slow-worm sun himself 
And let the redbreast hop from stone to stone. 

1800. 



vm, 

[EjroAAvnr, daring my abflenoe in Italy, upon a bzass plate inserted 

in the Stone.] 

Ik these fair vales hath many a Tree 

At Wordsworth's suit been spared ; 
And from the builder's hand this Stone, 
Por some rude beauty of its own, 
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Was rescued by tlie Bard: 
So let it rest ; and time will oome 

When here the tender-hearted 
May heave a gentle sigh for him. 

As one of the departed. 

188a 



[Thb walk is wliat we call the Par'terraee, bejond the saminer- 
honse at Bydal Moimt. The lines were written when we were 
afraid of being obliged to qnit the place to which we were bo 
much attached.] 

The massj Ways, carried across these heifi:hte 

By Soman perseverance, are destrojed. 

Or hidden under ground, like sleeping worms. 

How venture then to hope that Time will spare 

This humhle Walk ? Yet on the mountain's side 

A Poet's hand first shaped it ; and the steps 

Of that same Bard — repeated to and fro 

At mom, at noon, and under moonlight skies 

Through the vicissitudes of many a year — 

Forbade the weeds to creep o'er its grey line. 

No longer, scattering to the heedless winds 

The vocal raptures of fresh poesy, 

Shall he frequent these precincts ; locked no more 

In earnest converse with belov^ Priends, 

H^re will he gather stores of ready bliss, 

As ^om the beds and borders of a garden 

Choice flowers are gathered ! But, if Power may spring 

Out of a farewell yearning — ^favoured more 
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Than kmdred wishes mated soitabl j 

With Taiii regrets — ^the Exiie would consign 

This Walk, his loved possession, to the care 

Of those pure Minds that reverence the Muse. 

1826. 



mOREFTIORB BUTFOBBD TO BB TOnHD IN AHD NBAB ▲ 

hebmit'b cell. 
1818. 



Hopes what are thej P — Beads of morning 

Strung on slender blades of grass ; 

Or a spider's web adorning 

In a strait and treacherous pass. 

What are fears but voices airy P 
Whispering harm where' harm is not ; 
And deluding the unwary 
Till the fatal bolt is shot! 

What is glory P — in the socket 
Bee how dying tapers fare ! 
What is pride ? — a whizzing rocket 
That would emulate a star. 

What is friendship P — do not trust her, 
Nor the vows which she has made ; 
Diamonds dart their brightest lustre 
From a palsy-shaken head. 
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What is tanitb p — ^a staff rejected ; 
Duty ? — ^an imwelcome clog ; 
Joy ? — ^a moon by fits reflected 
In a swamp or watery bog ; 

Bright, as if through ether steering. 
To the Trayeller's eye it shone : 
He hath hailed it re-appearing — 
And as quickly it is gone ; 

Such is Joy — as quickly hidden, 
Or mis-shapen to the sight, 
And by sullen weeds forbidden 
To resume its native light. 

What is youth P — a dancing billow, 
(Winds behind, and rocks before !) 
Age ? — ^a drooping, tottering willow 
On a flat and lazy shore. 

What is peace P — ^when pain is over, 
And love ceases to rebel. 
Let the last faint sigh discover 
That precedes the passing-knell i 
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INSCBIBED UPON A BOCK. 

[The moniimeiit of ice here spoken of I obsenred vliile ascending the 
middle road of tbe three ways that lead from Bydal to Ghas- 
mere. It was on my right hand| ^d joj ejea w^re upon it 
when it fell, as told in these lines.] 

n. 
Pause, Traveller ! whosoe'er tfeou te 
Whom chance im>j lead to this retreatf 
Where silence jiejds reluctantly 
Even to the fleecy strggglejr'j? hle^it ; 

Give voice to what my hand shall tracOy 
And fear not lest an idle sound 
Of words unsuited to the place 
Disturh its solitude profound. 

I saw this Rock, while vernal air 
Blew softly o'er the russet heathy 
Uphold a Monument as fair 
As church or abbey fumisheth. 

Unsullied did it meet the day, 
Like marble, white, like ether, pure ; 
As if, beneath, some hero lay. 
Honoured with costliest sepulture. 

My fancy kindled as I gazed ; 
And, ever as the sun shone forth. 
The flattered structure glistened, blazed. 
And seemed the proudest thing on earth. 



^W^MP 
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But frost had reared the gorgeous Pile 
Unsound as those which Fortune builds — 
To undermine with secret guile, 
Sapped by the very beam that gilds. 

And, while I gazed, with sudden shock 
Pell the whole Fabric to the ground ; 
And naked left this dripping Eock, 
With shapeless ruin spread around ! 



[Whbbb the second qnany now is, as you pass from Rydal to 
Ghrasmere, there was formerly a Jength of smooth rock that 
sloped towards the road, on the right hand. I used to call it 
Tadpole Slope, from having frequently observed there the 
water-bubbles gliding under the ice, exactly in the shape of 
that creature.] 

in. 
Hast thou seen, with flash- incessaiit, 
Bubbles gliding under ice. 
Bodied forth and evaxiescent, 
No one knows by what device ? 

Such are thoughts ! — A wind-swept meadow 
Mimicking a troubled sea^ 
Such is life ; and death a shadow 
From the rock eternity ! 
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VIIB TBI SFBUrO OF TEE HICIiMITAgl, 

IT. 

Tbottblsd long with warring notiona 
Long impatient of thy rod, 
I resign mj soul's emotions 
TJnto Thee, mjsterious Qod ! 

What avails the kindly shelter 
Yielded bj this craggy rent, 
If my spirit toss and welter 
On the waves of discontent P 

Parching Summer hath no warrant 
To consume this crystal Well ; 
Bains, that make each rill a torrent^ 
Neither sully it nor swell. 

Thus, dishonouring not her station, 
Would my Life present to Thee, 
Gracious Gk>d, the pure oblation 
Of divine tranquillity 1 



XIV, 
T. 

Not seldom, dad in radiant vest, 
Deceitfully goes forth the Mom ; 
Not seldom Evening in the west 
Sinks smilingly forsworn. 
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The smoothest seas will sometimes picyey 
To the confiding Bark, untrae ; 
And, if she trust the stars above, 
They can be treacherous too. 

The umbrageous Oak, in pomp outspread, 
Pull oft, when storms the welkin rend. 
Draws lightning down upon the head 
It promised to defend. 

But Thou art true, incarnate Lord, 
Who didst Youchsafe for man to die ; 
Thj smile is sure, thy plighted word 
No change can falsify ! 

I bent before thj gracious throne, 
And asked for peace on suppliant knee ; 
And peace was given, — nor peace alone, 
But faith sublimed to ecstasy ! 



XV. 

rOB THB SPOT WHEBB THE HBRHTFAOB STOOD ON ST. HKBBEBT^B 

ISLAND, DEJft^SNT-WATER. 

Ip thou in the dear love of some one Friend 

Hast been so happy that thou know'st what thoughts 

Win sometimes in the happiness of love 

Make the heart sink, then wilt thou reverence 

This quiet spot ; and, Stranger ! not immoved 

Wilt thou behold this shapeless heap of stones. 

The desolate ruins of St. Herbert's Cell. 

Here stood his threshold ; here was spread the roof 

That sheltered him, a self-secluded Man, 



1« 



After long ezerdfle in soral cares 
And offices hunuuie^ intent to adcxe 
The DeitjTy witK imdiatncted mind, * 
And meditate on everlasting tilings^ 
In utter solitude. — But he had left 
A 7ellow-labouier, whom the good Man loved 
Ab his own souL And, when with eje upraised 
To heaven he knelt hefore the crucifix, 
"Wliile o'er the lake the cataract of Iiodore 
Pealed to his orisons, and when he paced 
Along the beach of this small isle and thought 
Of his Companion, he would prav that both 
(Now that their earthly duties were fulfilled) 
Might die in the same moment. Nor in vain 
So prayed he : — as our chronicles report. 
Though here the Hermit numbered his last day 
Tar from St. Cuthbert his beloved Friend, 
Those holy Men both died in the same hour. 

1800. 



XVI, 

ON THE BAKKfi OF A BOOKT STREAK. 

Behold an emblem of our human mind 

Crowded with thoughts that need a settled home, 

Tet, like to eddying balls of foam 

"Within this whirlpool, they each other chase 

Bound an4 round, and neither find 

An outlet nor a resting-place ! 

Stranger, if such disquietude be thine, 

Fall on thy knees and sue for help divine. 






SELECTIONS PEOM CIIAUCEE 

MODERNISED. 

— •• — 

I. 
THE PRIORESS' TALE. 

'Call up him who left half told 
The story of Gambiucan bold.' 



In the following Poem no fiirtlier deriation f^om the original has 
been made than was neceswrj for the flnent reading and 
instant understanding of the Author : so much, however, is 
the language altered sinoe Chaucer's time, especially in 
pronunciation, that much was to be remoyed, and its place 
supplied with as little incongruity as possible. The ancient 
accent has been retained in a £sw conjunctions, as alsd and 
oZwdy, from a conTiction that such sprinklings of antiquity 
would be admitted, by persons of taste, to haye a graceful 
accordance with the subject. The fierce bigotry of the 
Prioress forms a fine back-ground for her tender-hearted 
sympathies with the Mother and Child ; and the mode in 
-which the story is told amply atones for the extrayagance of 
the miracle. 

z. 
" O LoKD, oup Lord ! how woudrously," (quoth she) 
**Thj name in this large world is spread abroad ! 
Eor not alone by men of dignity 
Thy worship is performed and precious laud ; 
But by the mouths of children, gracious Qodl 
Thy goodness is set forth ; they when they lie 
Upon the breast thy name do glorify. 

TOIh V. C 
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VI. 

There was in Asia, in a mighty town, 

'Mong Christian folk, a street where Jews might be, 

Assigned to them and given them for their own 

By a great Lord, for gain and usury. 

Hateful to Christ and to his company ; 

And through this street who list might ride and wend ; 

Free was it, and unbarred at either end. 

vn. 
A little school of Christian people stood 
Down at the farther end, in which there were 
A nest of children come of Christian blood. 
That learned in that school from year to year 
Such sort of doctrine as men us^d there. 
That is to say, to sing and read als5. 
As little children in their childhood do. 



vm. 
Among these children was a Widow's son, 
A little scholar, scarcely seven years old, 
Who day by day imto this school hath gone, 
And eke, when he the image did behold 
Of Jesu's Mother, as he had been told. 
This Child was wont to kneel adown and say 
Ave Marie f as he goeth by the way. 

IX. 

This Widow thus her little Son hath taught 
Our blissful Lady, Jesu*s Mother dear, 
To worship aye, and he forgat it not ; 
For simple in&nt hath a ready ear. 

0% 
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Sweet is the holiness of youth : and hence. 
Calling to mind this matter when I may, 
Saint Nicholas in m j presence standeth aye 
For he so young to Christ did reyerence. 



X.. 

This little Child, while in the school he sate 
TTiH Primer conning with an earnest cheer. 
The whilst the rest their anthem-book repeat 
The Ahna Bedemptoris did he hear ; 
And as he durst he drew him near and near, 
And hearkened to the words and to the note. 
Till the first verse he learned it all by rote. 



XX. 

This Latin knew he nothing what it said, 
For he too tender was of age to know ; 
But to his comrade he repaired, and prayed 
That he the meaning of this song would show, 
And unto him declare why men sing so ; 
This oftentimes, that he might be at ease, 
This child did him beseech on his bare knees. 



His Schoolfellow, who elder was than he. 

Answered him thus : — ' This song, I have heard wy 

Was fashioned for our blissful Lady free ; 

Her to salute, and also her to pray 

To be our help upon our dying day : 

If there is more in this, I know it not ; 

Song do I leam,-^HRnall grammar I hare got.* 
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' And is this song £isliioned in rererexice 
Of Jesu's Mother ?' said this Innocent } 
* Now, cert^ I will use mj dOigenoe 
To con it all ere Christmas-tide be spent ; 
Although I for mj Primer shall be ehent, 
And shall be beaten three times in an hour^ 
Our Ladj I will praise with all mj power.' 

ZIT. 

His Schoolfellow, whom he had so besought, 
As they went homeward taught him privily 
And then he sang it weU and fearlessdy, 
'From word to word according to the note : 
Twice in a day it passed through his throat ; 
Homeward and schoolward whensoe'er he went, 
On Jesu*s Mother fixed was his intent. 

XY. 

Through all the Jewry (this before said I) 
This little Child, as he came to and fro. 
Pull mernly then would he sing and cry, 
O Alma RedempiorU I high and low : 
The sweetness of Christ's Mother pierced so 
His heart, that her to praise, to her to pray, 
He cannot stop his singing by the way. 

XTl. 

The Serpent, Satan, our first foe, that hath 

His wasp's nest in Jew's heart, upswelled — '0 woe, 

O Hebrew people I' said he in his wrath, 

' Is it an honest thing f Shall this be so P 

That such a Boy where'er he lists shall go 

In your despite, and sing his hymns and saws, 

Which is against the reyerence of our laws I* 
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TPiih Mother's pity in Her breast enclosed 
She goethy as she were half out of her mind. 
To every place wherein she hath supposed 
By likelihood her little Son to find ; 
And ever on Christ's Mother meek and kind 
She criedy till to the Jewry she was brought. 
And him among the accursM Jews she sought, 

zxn. 
She askethy and she piteously doth pray 
To every Jew that dwelleth in that place 
To tell her if her child had passed that way ; 
They all said — Nay ; but Jesu of his grace 
Gave to her thought, that in a little space 
She for her Son in that same spot did cry 
Where he was cast into a pit hard by, 

xzm. 
thou great God that dost perform thy laud 
By mouths of Innocents, lo ! here thy might ; 
This gem of chastity, this emerald, 
And eke of martyrdom this ruby bright. 
There, where with mangled throat he lay upright. 
The Alma BedemptorU 'gan to sing, 
So loud, that with his voice the place did ring. 

xnv. 
The ChriBtian folk that through the Jewry went 
Come to the spot in wonder at the thing j 
And hastily they for the Provost sent ; 
Immediately he came, not tarrying, 
And praiseth Christ that is our heavenly King, 
And eke his Mother, honour of Mankind : 
"Which done, he bade that they the Jews should bind. 
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znt. 
From that day forward liave tHe Jews conspired 
Out of the world this Inuooent to cliase ; 
And to this end a Homicide they hired. 
That in an alley had a privy place. 
And, as the Child 'gan to the school to pace, 
This cruel Jew him seized, and held him fast 
And cut his throat, and in a pit him cast. 

XVIIX. 

I say that him into a pit they threw, 

A loathsome pit, whence noisome scents exhale ; 

O cursM folk! away, ye Herods new! 

What may your ill intentions you ayail P 

Murder will out ; certes it will not fail ; 

Ejiow, that the honour of high God may spread. 

The blood cries out on your accursed deed. 



O Martyr 'stablished in virginity ! 

'Now may'st thou sing for aye before the throne, 

EoUowing the Lamb celestial," quoth she, 

** Of which the great Evangelist, Saint John, 

In Fatmos wrote, who saith of them that go 

Before the Lamb singing continually. 

That never fleshly woman they did know. 



Now this poor vridow waiteth all that night 
After her little Child, and he came not ; 
For which, by earliest glimpse of morning light. 
With face all pale vnth dread and busy thought. 
She at the School and elsewhere him hath sought 
Until thus far she learned, that he had been 
In the Jews' street, and there he last was seen. 
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"With Mother's pity in her breast enclosed 
She goeth, as she were half out of her mindi 
To every place wherein she hath supposed 
By likelihood her little Son to find ; 
And ever on Christ's Mother meek and kind 
She cried, till to the Jewry she was brought, 
And him among the accursM Jews she sought. 

zxn. 
She asketh, and she piteously doth pray 
To every Jew that dweUeth in that place 
To tell her if her child had passed that way ; 
They all said — Nay ; but Jesu of his grace 
Gkiye to her thought, that in a little space 
She for her Son in that same spot did cry 
Where he was cast into a pit hard by, 

zzm. 
O thou great Ood that dost perform thy laud 
By mouths of Innocents, lo ! here thy might ; 
TJbis gem of chastity, this emerald. 
And eke of martyrdom this ruby bright, 
There, where with mangled throat he lay upright. 
The Alma Bedemptoris 'gan to sing, 
So loud, that with his voice the place did ring. 



The Christian folk that through the Jewry went 

Come to the spot in wonder at the thing ; 

And hastily they for the Provost sent ; 

Immediately he came, not tarrying, 

And praiseth Christ that is our heavenly Eang, 

And eke his Mother, honour of Mankind : 

Which done, he bade that they the Jews should bind. 
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This Child with piteous lamentatian then 
Was taken up, singing his song alwaj ; 
And with procession great and pomp of men 
To the next Abbey^ him the^ bare away ; 
His Mother swooning by the body lay : 
And scarcely could the people that were near 
BemoYe this second Bachel from the bier* 



Torment and shameful death to eyeiy one 
This Provost doth for those bad Jews prepare 
That of this murder wist, and that anon : 
Such wickedness his judgments cannot spare ; 
Who will do eyil, evil shall he bear ; 
Them therefore with wild horses did he draw, 
And after that he hung them by the law. 

xzvxi. 
Upon his bier this Innocent doth lie 
Before the altar while the Mass doth last : 
The Abbot with his conyent's company 
Then sped themselves to bury him full fast ; 
And, when they holy water on him cast, 
Yet spake this Child when sprinkled was the water, 
And sang, O Alma Medemptoria Mater! 

xxvni. 
This Abbot, for he was a holy man. 
As all Monks are, or surely ought to be, 
In supplication to the Child began 
Thus saying, ' O dear Child ! I summon thee 
In virtue of the holy Trinity 
Tell me the cause why thou dost sing this hymn. 
Since that thy throat is cut^ as it doth seem.' 
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' My throat is cut unto the bone, I trow/ 
Said this yonng Child, ' and hj the law of kind 
I should have died, yea many hours ago ; 
But Jesus Christ, as in the books ye find. 
Will that his glory last, and be in mind $ 
And, for the worship of his Mother dear, 
Yet may I sing, O Alma! loud and clear. 



' This well of mercy, Jesu's Mother sweet. 
After my knowledge I hare loved alwi^y ; 
And in the hour when I my death did meet 
To me she came, and thus to me did say, 
'' Thou in thy dying sing this holy lay,** 
As ye have heard ; and soon as I had sung 
Methought she laid a grain upon my tongue. 



' Wherefore I sing, nor can from song refrain^ 

In honour of that blissful Maiden free, 

Till from my tongue off-taken is the grain ; 

And after that thus said she unto me ; 

" My little Child, then will I come for thee 

Soon as the grain from off thy tongue they take : 

Be not dismayed, I will not thee forsake 1" * 

zxzn. 
This holy Monk, this Abbot — him mean T, 
Touched then his tongue, and took away the grain ; 
And he gave up the ghost fuU peacefully ; 
And, when the Abbot had this wonder seen. 
His salt tears trickled down like showers of rain ; 
And on his fdjc& he dropped upon the ground, 
And still he lay as if he had been bound. 
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Eke the whole Convent on the payement lay, 
Weeping and praising Jesu's Mother dear ; 
And after that thej rose, and took their way. 
And lifted up this Martyr from the bier, 
And in a tomb of precious marble clear 
Enclosed his uncorrupted body sweet. — 
Where'er he be, Qod grant us him to meet ! 

XZZIY. 

Young Hew of Lincoln ! in like sort laid low 

By cursed Jews — ^thing well and widely known, 

Por it was done a little while ago-— 

Pray also thou for us, while here we tarry 

Weak sinful folk, that God, with pitying eye. 

In mercy would his mercy multiply 

On us, for reyerence of his Mother Mary !" 



n. 

the; cuckoo and the NiaHTINaALE. 

I. 
The Q-od of Love — ah, henedidte ! 
How mighty and how great a Lord is he ! 
Por he of low hearts can make high, of high 
He can make low, and unto death bring nigh ; 
And hard hearts he can make them kind and &ee. 

n. 
Within a little time, as hath been found. 
He can make sick folk whole and fresh and sound : 
Them who are whole in body and in mind, 
He can make sick, — ^bind can he and unbind 
All that he will have bound, or have unbound. 
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nx. 
To tell his miglit my wit may not suffice ; 
Poolish men he can make them out of wise }*« 
Por he may do all that he will deyise ; 
Loose livers he can make abate their yice. 
And proud hearts can make tremble in a trice. 

IT. 

In brie^ the whole of what he will, he may ; 
Against him dare not any wight say nay ; 
To humble or afflict whome'er he will. 
To gladden or to grieve, he hath like skill ; 
But most his might he sheds on the eve of May« 

Por every true heart, gentle heart and free, 

That with him is, or thinketh so to be, 

Kow against May shall have some stirring — ^whether 

To joy, or be it to some mourning ; never 

At other time, methinks, in like degree. 

VI. 

For now when they may hear the small birds' song, 
And see the budding leaves the branches throng. 
This unto their remembrance doth bring 
All kinds of pleasure mixed with sorrowing ; 
And longing of sweet thoughts that ever long. 

vn. 
And of that longing heaviness doth come, 
Whence oft great sickness grows of heart and home; 
3ick are they all for lack of their desire ; 
And thus in May their hearts are set on fire, 
80 that they bum forth in great martyrdom. 
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Tin* 
In sooth, I speak from feeling, what though now 
Old am I, and to genial pleasure slow ; 
Yet have I felt of sickness through the May, 
Both hot and cold, and heart-aches every day,— • 
How hard, alas I to bear, I only know. 

IX. 

Such shaking doth the ferer in me keep 

Through all this May that I have little sleep ; 

And also 'tis not likely unto me. 

That any living heart should sleepy be 

In which Love's dart its fiery point doth steep, 

X. 

But tossing lately on a sleepless bed, 
I of a token thought which Lovers heed ; 
How among them it was a common tale. 
That it was good to hear the Nightingale, 
Dre the vile Cuckoo's note be utterM. 

xt. 
And then I thought anon as it was day, 
I gladly would go somewhere to essay 
If I perchance a Nightingale might hear, 
Por yet had I heard none, of all that year, 
And it was then the third night of the May. 

xn. 
And soon as I a glimpse of day espied, 
No longer would I in my bed abide, 
But straightway to a wood that was hard by, 
Forth did I go, alone and fearlessly, 
And held the pathway down by a brook-side ; 
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Till to a lawn I came all white and greeny 

I in so fair a one had never been. 

The ground was green, with daisy powdered orer ; 

Tall were the flowers, the grove a lofty cover, 

All green and white ; and nothing else was seen« 



There sate I down among the ftir firesh flowers, 
And saw the birds come tripping from their bowers. 
Where they had rested them ail night ; and they, 
Who were so joyful at the light of day, 
Began to honour May with fdl their powers. 



Well did they know that service all by rote, 
And there was many and many a lovely note, 
Some, singing loud, as if they had complained ; 
Some with their notes another manner feigned ; 
And some did sing all out with the full throat. 



They pruned themselves, and made themselves righ!i 
Dancing and leaping light upon the spray ; [gay 
And ever two and two together were, 
The same as they had chosen for the year, 
Upon Saint Valentine's returning day. 



Meanwhile the stream, whose bank I sate upon 
Was making such a noise as it-ran on 
Accordant to the sweet Birds* harmony; 
Methought that it was the best melody 
Which ever to man's ear a passage won. 
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xmi. 
And for delight, but how I never wot, 
I in a slomber and a swoon was caught, 
Not all asleep and jet not waking wholly ; 
And as I lay, the Cuckoo, bird unholy, 
3roke silence, or I heard him in my thought. 



And that was right upon a tree fast by, 
And who was then ill satisfied but I ? 
Now, God, quoth I, that died upon the rood, 
IVom thee and thy base throat, keep all that's good, 
Pull little joy have I now of thy cry. 

And, as I with the Cuckoo thus 'gan chide. 
In the next bush that was me fast beside, 
I heard the lusty Nightingale so sing. 
That her clear voice made a loud rioting. 
Echoing thorough all the green wood wide* 



Ah! good sweet Nightingale! for my heart's cheer, 
Hence hast thou stayed a little while too long ; 
Por we have had the sorry Cuckoo here, 
And she hath been before thee with her song ; 
Evil light on her I she hath done me wrong. 



But hear you now a wondrous thing, I pray ; 
As long as in that swooning-fit I lay, 
Methought I wist right well what these birds meant, 
And had good knowing both of their intent. 
And of their speech, and all that they would say. 
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zzni. 
The Nightingale thus in mj hearing spake : — 
Gh)od Cnckoo, seek some other bush or brake, 
And, prithee, let us that can sing dwell here ; 
Por every wight eschews thj song to hear, 
Such uncouth singing yerilj dost thou make* 



What! quoth she then, what is't that aiLi thee now? 

It seems to me I sing as well as thou ; 

Por mine's a song that is both true and plain,-— 

Although I cannot quayer so in Tain 

As thou dost in thj throat, I wot not how* 



All men may understanding have of me. 
But, Nightingale, so may they not of thee ; 
Por thou hast many a foolish and quaint ciy :— 
Thou say'st Osse, Oseb, then how may I 
Have knowledge, I thee pray, what this may be ? 

ZXYI. 

Ah, fool ! quoth she, wist thou not what it is P 
Oft as I say Osxe, Osee, I wis, 
Then mean I, that I should be wonderous fain 
That shamefully they one and all were slain, 
Whoeyer against Love mean aught amiss. 

ZZTO. 

And also would I that they all were dead. 
Who do not think in love their life to lead ; 
For who is loth the God of Love to obey. 
Is only fit to die, I dare well say, 
And for that cause Osxe I cry ; take heed I 
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ZZYIXI. 

Ay, quoth the CuokoOy that is a quaint law. 
That all must loye or die ; but I withdraw, 
And take mj leave of all such oompan^ 
Eor mine intent it neither is to die, 
Nor ever while I live Love's yoke to draw. 



Por lovers of all folk that be alive. 
The most disquiet have and least do thrive ; 
Host feeling have of sorrow woe and care. 
And the least welfare cometh to their share ; 
What need is there against the truth to strive P 



What ! quoth she, thou art all out o£ thy mind, 
That in thy churlishness a cause canst find 
To speak of Love's true Servants in this mood ; 
Por in this world no service is so good 
To every wight that gentle is of kind. 



For thereof comes all goodness and all worth ; 

All gentiless and honour thence come forth ; 

Thence worship comes, content and true heart's pleasure^ 

And full-assured trustjoy without measure. 

And jollity, fresh che^ulness, and mirth ; 

xxxn. 
And bounty, lowliness, and courtesy. 
And seemliness, and £uthful company. 
And dread of shame that will not do amiss ; 
Por he that faithfully Love's servant is, 
Bather than be disg^nced, would chuse to die. 
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XXXIII. 

And that tbe very truth it is which I 
Now say — ^in such belief I'll live and die : 
And Cuckoo, do thou so, by my advice. 
Then, quoth she, let me never hope for bliss, 
If with that counsel I do e'er comply. 

XXXIV. 

Good Nightingale ! thou speakest wondrous fair. 
Yet for aU that, the truth is found elsewhere ; • 

Por Love in young folk is but rage, I wis : 
And Love in old folk a great dotage is ; 
Who most it useth, him 'twill most impair. 

XXXV. 

Por thereof come all contraries to gladness ! 
Thence sickness comes, and overwhelming sadness. 
Mistrust and jealousy, despite, debate. 
Dishonour, shame, envy importunate. 
Pride, anger, mischief, poverty, and madness. 

XXXVI. 

Loving is aye an ofl&ce of despair. 

And one thing is therein which is not fair ; 

Por whoso gets of love a little bliss. 

Unless it alway stay with him, I wis 

He may full soon go with an old man's hair. 

XXXVII. 

And, therefore, Nightingale ! do thou keep nigh, 
Tor trust me well, in spite of thy quaint cry. 
If long time from thy mate thou be, or far, 
Thou'lt be as others that forsaken are ; 
Then shalt thou raise a clamour as do I. 

VOL. V. D 
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xxxvm, 
Fie, quoth she, on thy name, Bird ill beseen! 
The God of Love afflict thee with all teen, 
Por thou art worse than mad a thousand fold ; 
For many a one hath virtues manifold, 
Who had been nought, if Love had never been. 

XXXIX. 

For evennore his servants Love amendeth. 

And he from every blemish them defendeth ; 

And maketh them to bum, as in a fire, 

In loyalty, and worshipful desire, 

And, when it likes him, joy enough them sendeth. 

XL. 

Thou Nightingale ! the Cuckoo said, be still, 
For Love no reason hath but his own will ; — 
For to th' untrue he oft gives ease and joy ; 
True lovers doth so bitterly annoy. 
He lets them perish through that grievous ill. 

XLI. 

With such a master would I never be * ; 

For he, in sooth, is blind, and may not see. 

And knows not when he hurts and when he heals ; 

Within this court full seldom Truth avails, 

So diverse in his wilfulness is he. 

xLn. 
Then of the Nightingale did I take note, 
How from her inmost heart a sigh she brought, 
And said, Alas ! that ever I was bom. 
Not one word have I now, I am so forlorn, — 
And with that word, she into tears burst out. 

* From a manuscript in the Bodleian, aa are also atansas 44 and 4oi, 
which are necessary to complete the seosa. 
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XLUI. 

Alas, alas ! mjr very heart will break. 

Quoth she, to hear this churlish bird thus speak 

Of Love, and of his holy services ; 

Now, God of Love ; thou help me in some wise, 

That vengeance on this Cuckoo I may wreak. 

ZLIY. 

And so methought I started up anon. 
And to the brook I ran and got a stone. 
Which at the Cuckoo hardily I cast. 
And he for dread did fly away fuU fast ; 
And glad, in sooth, was I when he was gone. 

XLV. 

And as he flew, the Cuckoo, ever and aye. 
Kept crying " Earewell ! — ^farewell. Popinjay ! " 
As if in scornful mockery of me ; 
Aiud on I hunted him from tree to tree, 
Till he was far, all out of sight, away. 

XLVI. 

Then straightway came the Nightingale to me. 
And said, Eorsooth, my friend, do I thank thee. 
That thou wert near to rescue me ; and now, 
Unto thQ God of Love I make a vow, 
That all this May I will thy songstress be. 

ZLVII. 

Well satisfied, I thanked her, and she said, 
By this mishap no longer be dismayed. 
Though thou the Cuckoo heard, ere thou heard' st me; 
Xet if I live it shall amended be, 

When next May comes, if I am not afraid. 

d2 
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And one thing wiQ I oounsel thee also, 

The Cuckoo trust not thou, nor his LoYe's saw ; 

All that she said is an outrageous lie. 

Nay, nothing shall me bring thereto, quoth I, 

For Love, and it hath done me mighty woe. 



Yea, hath it ? use, quoth she, this medicine ; 
This May-time, CTeiy day before thou dine, 
Gho look on the firesh daisy ; then say I, 
Although for pain thou may'st be like to die, 
Thou wilt be eased, and less wiLt droop and pine. 



And mind always that thou be good and true. 
And I wiU sing one song, of many new. 
For lore of thee, as loud as I may cry ; 
And then did she begin this song full high, 
' Beshrew all them that are in love untrue.' 

u. 
And soon as she had sung it to the end, 
Now &rewell, quoth she, for I hence must wend ; 
And, GK>d of Love, that can right wdl and may. 
Send unto thee as mickle joy this day. 
As ever he to Lover yet did send. 

LII. 

Thus takes the Nightingale her leave of me ; 
I pray to Qod with her always to be. 
And joy of love to send her evermore ; 
And shield us from the Cuckoo and her lore, 
For there is not so fisJse a bird as she. 



THE CUCKOO AND THE NIGHTINGALE. 37 
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Lni. 
Forth then she flew, the' gentle Nightingale, 
To all the Birds that lodged within that dale, 
And gathered each and all into one place ; 
And them besought to hear her doleful case, 
And thus it was that she began her tale. 

MV. 

The Cuckoo — 'tis not well that I should hide 
How she and I did each the other chide. 
And without ceasing, since it was daylight ; 
And now I pray you aU. to do me right 
Of that false Bird whom Love can not abide. 

LV. 

Then spake one Bird, and full assent all gave ; 
This matter asketh counsel good as grave. 
For birds we are — all here together brought ; 
And, in good sooth, the Cuckoo here is not ; 
And therefore we a Parliament will have. 

LVT. 

And thereat shall the Eagle be our Lord, 
And other Peers whose names are on record ; 
A summons to the Cuckoo shall be sent, 
And judgment there be given ; or that intent 
Failing, we finally shall make accord. 

LVII. 

And all this shall be done, without a nay, 
The morrow after Saint Valentine's day, 
Under a maple that is well beseen. 
Before the chamber- window of the Queen, 
At "Woodstock, on the meadow green and gay. 
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LTnr. 
She tbankM them ; and* then her leave she took. 
And flew into a hawthorn by that brook ; 
And there she sate and sung — ^upon that tree — 
" For term of life Love shall have hold of me " — 
So loudly, that I with that song awoke. 

Unlearned Book and rude, as well I know, 
For beauty thou hast none, nor eloquence, 
Who did on thee the hardiness bestow 
To appear before my Lady ? but a sense 
. Thou surely hast of her benevolence, 
Whereof her hourly bearing proof doth give ; 
For of all good she is the best alive. 

Alas, poor Book ! for thy unworthiness. 
To show to her some pleasant meanings writ 
In winning words, since through her gentiless. 
Thee she accepts as for her service fit ! 
Oh ! it repents me I have neither wit 
Nor leisure unto thee more worth to give ; 
For of all good she is the best alive. 

Beseech her meekly with all lowliness, 
Though I be far from her I reverence, 
To think upon my truth and stedfastness, 
And to abridge my sorrow's violence. 
Caused by the wish, as knows your sapience, 
She of her liking proof to me would give ;* 
For of aU good she is the best alive. 

L 'envoy. 
Pleasure's Aurora, Day of gladsomeness ! 
Luna by night, with heavenly influence 
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Illumined ! root of beauty and goodnesse, 
Write, and allay, by your beneficence, 
My sighs breathed forth in silence, — comfort give ! 
Since of all good, you are the best alive. 

EXPLICIT. 



III. 
TROILUS AND CRESIDA. 

Next morning Troilus began to clear 
His eyes from sleep, at the first break of day, 
And unto Pandarus, his own Brother dear, 
For love of God, full piteously did say, 
We must the Palace see of Cresida ; 
For since we yet may have no other feast. 
Let US behold her Palace at the least ! 

And therewithal to cover his intent 

A cause he found into the Town to go. 

And they right forth to Cresid's Palace went ; 

But, Lord, this simple Troilus was woe. 

Him thought his sorrowful heart would break in two ; 

Por when he saw her doors fast bolted all, 

Well nigh for sorrow down he 'gan to fall. 

Therewith when this true Lover 'gan behold, 
How shut was every window of the place. 
Like frost he thought his heart was icy cold ; 
Por which, with changed, pale, and deadly face, 
Without word uttered, forth he 'gan to pace ; 
And on his. purpose bent so fast to ride. 
That no wight his continuance espied. 
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Then said lie thus, — O PaLace desolate ! 
O house of houses, once so richljr dight ! 
O Palace empty and disconsolate ! 
Thou lamp of which extinguished is the light ; 
O Palace whilom daj that now art night, 
Thou ought'st to £Edl and I to die ; since she 
Is gone who held us both in soTeieignty. 



O, of all houses once the crowned boast ! 

Palace illumined with the sun of bliss ; 

O ring of which the ruby now is lost, 

O cause of woe, that cause has been of bliss : 

Yet, since I may no better, would I kiss 

Thy cold doors ; but I dare not for this rout ; 

Earewell, thou shrine of which the Saint is out ! 

Therewith he cast on Pandarus an eye, 
With changed face, and piteous to behold ; 
And when he might his time aright espy. 
Aye as he rode, to Pandarus he told 
Both his new sorrow and his joys of old. 
So piteously, and with so dead a hue. 
That every wight might on his sorrow rue. 

Perth from the spot he rideth up and down. 
And everything to his rememberance 
Came as he rode by places of the town 
Where he had felt such perfect pleasure once. 
Lo, yonder saw I mine own Lady dance. 
And in that Temple she with her bright eyes, 
My Lady dear, first bound me captive-wise. 
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And yonder with joy-smitten heart have I 
Heard my own Cresid's laugh ; and once at play 
I yonder saw her eke full blissfully ; 
And yonder once she unto me 'gan say — 
Now, my sweet Troilus, love me well, I pray ! 
And there so graciously did me behold, 
That hers unto the death my heart I hold. 



And at the comer of that self-same house 
Heard I my most beloved Lady dear, 
So womanly, with voice melodious 
Singing so well, so goodly, and so clear, 
That in my soul methinks I yet do hear 
The blissful sound ; and in that very place 
My Lady first me took unto her grace. 

O blissful God of Love ! then thus he cried, 
When I the process have in memory, 
How thou hast wearied me on every side. 
Men thence a book might make, a history ; 
What need to seek a conquest over me. 
Since I am wholly at thy will ? what joy 
Hast thou thy own liege subjects to destroy ? 

Dread Lord ! so fearful when provoked, thine ire 
Well hast thou wreaked on me by pain and grief; 
Now mercv, Lord ! thou know'st well I desire 
Thy grace above all pleasures first and chief; 
And live and die I will in thy belief; 
For which I ask for guerdon but one boon, 
That Cresida again thou send me soon. 
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Constrain her heart as quickly to return, 

As thou dost mine with longing her to see, 

Then know I well that she would not sojourn. 

Now, blissful Lord, so cruel do not be 

Unto the blood of Troy, I pray of thee. 

As Juno was unto the Theban blood. 

From whence to Thebes came griefs in multitude. 



And after this he to the gate did go, 
Whence Gresid rode, as if in haste she was ; 
And up and down there went, and to and fipo, 
And to himself full oft he said, alas ! 
From hence my hope, and solace forth did pass. 

would the blissful Q-od now for his joy, 

1 might her see agaiQ coming to Troy ! 

And up to yonder hill was I her guide ; 
Alas, and there I took of her my leave ; 
Yonder I saw her to her Father ride. 
For very grief of which my heart shall cleave ; — 
And hither home I came when it was eve ; 
And here I dwell an outcast from all joy. 
And shall, unless I see her soon in Troy. 

And of himself did he imagine oft, 

That he was blighted, pale, and waxen less 

Than he was wont ; and that in whispers soft 

Men said, what may it be, can no one guess 

Why Troilus hath all this heaviness ? 

All which he of himself conceited wholly 

Out of his weakness and his melancholy. 
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Another time he took into his head, 

That every wight, who in the way passed by, 

Had of him ruth, and fancied that they said, 

I am right sorry Troilus will die : 

And thus a day or two drove wearily ; 

As ye have heard ; such life 'gan he to lead 

As one that standeth betwixt hope and dread. 



Eor which it pleased him in his songs to show 
The occasion of his woe, as best he might ; 
And made a fitting song, of words but few, 
Somewhat his woeful heart to make more light ; 
And when he was removed from all men's sight, 
With a soft night voice, he of his Lady dear, 
That absent was, 'gan sing as ye may hear. 

star, of which I lost have all the light, 
"With a sore heart well ought I to bewail, 
That ever dark in torment, night by night, 
Toward my death with wind I steer and sail ; 
Per which upon the tenth night if thou fail 
With thy bright beams to guide me but one hour. 
My ship and me Charybdis will devour. 

As soon as he this song had thus sung through, 
He fell again into his sorrows old ; 
And every night, as was his wont to do, 
Troilus stood the bright moon to behold ; 
And aU his trouble to the moon he told. 
An d said ; I wis, when thou art hom'd anew, 

1 shall be glad if all the world be true. 
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Thy hams were old as now upon that morrow,^ 
\nien henoe did joumev my bright Lady dear, 
That cause ia of my torment and my sorrow ; 
For which, oh, gentle Luoa, Innght and dear, 
For love of GKxl, run &st above thy sphere ; 
For when thy horns begin once more to spring, 
Then shall she come, that with her bliss may bring. 

The day is more, and longer eyery night 

Than they were wont to be — ^for he thought so ; 

And that the sun did take his course not right, 

By longer way than he was wont to go ; 

And said, I am in constant dread I trow. 

That Phaeton his son is yet aUre, 

His too fond father's car amiss to drive. 



Upon the walls hst also would he walk. 

To the end that he the Ghrecian host might see ; 

And ever thus he to himself would talk : — 

Lo ! yonder is my own bright Lady free ; 

Or yonder is it that the teuts must be ; 

And thence does come this air which is so sweet. 

That in my soul I feel the joy of it. 

And certaioly this wind, that more and more 
By moments thus increaseth in my face, 
Is of my Lady's sighs heavy and sore; 
I prove it thus ; for in no othar space 
Of all this town, save only in this place. 
Feel I a wind, that soundeth so like pain ; 
It saith, Alas, whv severed are we twain ? 
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A weary while in pain he tosseth thus, 

Till fully past and gone was the ninth night ; 

And ever at his side stood Pandarus, 

Who husily made use of all his might 

To comfort him, and make his heart more light ; 

Giving him always hope, that she the morrow 

Of the tenth day will come, and end his sorrow. 



POEMS EEFERRING TO THE PERIOD 

OF OLD AGE. 



I. 

THE OLD CUMBERLAIH) BEGGAR. 

[Observed, and with great benefit to my own heart, when I was a 
child : written at Kacedbwn and Alfoxden in my twenty-third 
year. The political economists were about that time beginning 
their war upon mendicity in all its forms, and by implication, 
if not directly, on alms-giving also. This heartless process has 
been carried as far as it can go by the amended poor-law bill, 
though the inhumanity that prevails in this measure is some- 
what disguised by the profession that one of its objects is to 
throw the poor upon the voluntary donations of their neighbours ; 
that is, if rightly interpreted, to force them into a condition 
between relief in the Union poor-house, and alms robbed of 
their christian grace and spirit, as being forced rather from the 
benevolent than given by them ; while the avaricious and 
selfish, and all in fact but the humane and charitable, are at 
liberty to keep all they possess from their distressed brethren.] 

The class of Beggars, to which the Old Man here described belongs, 
will probably soon be extinct. It consisted of poor, and, 
mostly, old and infirm persons, who confined themselves to a 
stated round in their neighbourhood, and had certain fixed 
days, on which, at different houses, they regularly received 
alms, sometimes in money, but mostly in provisions. 

I SAW an aged Beggar in my walk ; 

And he was seated, by the highway side, 

On a low structure of rude masonry 

Built at the foot of a huge hill, that they 

Who lead their horses down the steep rough road 
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May thence remount at ease. The aged Man 
Had placed his staff across the broad smooth stone 
That overlays the pile ; and, from a bag 
All white with flour, the dole of village dames, 
He drew his scraps and fragments, one by one ; 
And scanned them with a fixed and serious look 
Of idle computation. In the sun, 
Upon the second step of that small pile, 
Surrounded by those wild unpeopled hills, 
He sat, and ate his food in solitude : 
And ever, scattered from his palsied hand. 
That, still attempting to prevent the waste, 
Was baffled still, the crumbs in little showers 
Pell on the ground ; and the email mountain birds, 
Not venturing yet to peck their destined meal, 
Approached within the length of half his staff. 

Him from my childhood have I known ; and then 
He was so old, he seems not older now; 
He travels on, a solitary Man, 
So helpless in appearance, that for him 
The sauntering Horseman throws not with a slack 
And careless hand his alms upon the ground, 
But stops, — ^that he may safely lodge the coin 
Within the old Man's hat ; nor quits him so. 
But still, when he has given his horse the rein, 
Watches the aged Beggar with a look 
Sidelong, and half-reverted. She who tends 
The toll-gate, when in summer at her door 
She turns her wheel, if on the road she sees 
The aged beggar coming, quits her work. 
And lifts the latch for him that he may pass. 
The post-boy, when his rattling wheels o'ertake 
The aged Beggar in the woody lane, 
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Shouts to him from behind ; and, if thus warned 
The old man does not change his course, the boy 
Turns with less noisy wheels to the roadside, 
And passes gently by, without a curse 
Upon his lips, or anger at his heart. 

He travels on, a solitary Man ; 
His age has no companion. On the ground 
His eyes are turned, and, as he moves along. 
They move along the ground ; and, evermore, 
Instead of common and habitual sight 
Of fields with rural works, of hill and dale. 
And the blue sky, one little span of earth 
Is all his prospect. Thus, from day to day. 
Bow-bent, his eyes for ever on the ground, 
He plies his weary journey ; seeing still. 
And seldom knowing that he sees, some straw. 
Some scattered leaf, or marks which, in one track, 
The nails of cart or chariot-wheel have left 
Impressed on the white road, — in the same line, 
At distance still the same. Poor Traveller ! 
His staff trails with him ; scarcely do his feet 
Disturb the summer dust ; he is so still 
In look and motion, that the cottage curs. 
Ere he has passed the door, will turn away, 
Weary of barking at him. Boys and girls, 
The vacant and the busy, maids and youths, 
And urchins newly breeched — all pass him by : 
Him even the slow-paced waggon leaves behind. 

But deem not this Man useless. — Statesmen ! ye 
Who are so restless in your wisdom, ye 
Who have a broom still ready in your hands 
To rid the world of nuisances ; ye proud, 
Heart-swoln, while in your pride ye contemplate 
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Tour talents, power, or wisdom, deem him not 
A burthen of the earth ! 'Tis Nature's law 
That none, the meanest of created things. 
Of forms created the most yile and brute. 
The dullest or most noxious, should exist 
Divorced from good — a spirit and pulse of good, 
A life and soul, to every mode of being 
Inseparably linked. Then be assured 
That least of all can aught — ^that ever owned 
The heaven-regarding eye and front sublime 
Which man is born to — sink, howe'er depressed, 
So low as to be scorned without a sin ; 
"Without offence to God cast out of view ; 
Like the dry remnant of a garden-flower 
Whose seeds are shed, or as an implement 
Worn out and worthless. While from door to door, 
This old Man creeps, the villagers in him 
Behold a record which together binds 
Fast deeds and offices of charity. 
Else unremembered, and so keeps alive 
The kindly mood in hearts which lapse of years. 
And that half-wisdom half-experience gives. 
Make slow to feel, and by sure steps resign 
To selfishness and cold oblivious cares. 
Among the farms and solitary huts, 
Hamlets and thinly-scattered villages. 
Where'er the aged Beggar takes his rounds, 
The mild necessity of use compels 
To acts of love ; and habit does the work 
Of reason ; yet prepares that after-joy 
Which reason cherishes. And thus the soul, 
By that sweet taste of pleasure unpursued, 
vol.. V. « 
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Doth find herself insensibly disposed 
To virtue and true goodness. 

Some there are, 
By their good works exalted, lofty minds 
And meditative, authors of delight 
And happiness, which to the end of time 
Will live, and spread, and kindle : even such min 
In childhood, from this solitary Being, 
Or from like wanderer, haply have received 
(A thing more precious far than all that books 
Or the solicitudes of love can do 1) 
That first mild touch of sympathy and thought. 
In which they found their kindred with a world 
Where want and sorrow were. The easy man 
Who sits at his own door, — and, like the pear 
That overhangs his head from the green wall, 
Peeds in the sunshine ; the robust and young, 
The prosperous and unthinking, they who live 
Sheltered, and flourish in a little grove 
Of their own kindred ; — all behold in him 
A silent monitor, which on their minds 
Must needs impress a transitory thought 
Of self-congratulation, to the heart 
Of each recalling his peculiar boons, 
His charters and exemptions ; and, perchance, 
Though he to no one give the fortitude 
And circumspection needful to preserve 
His present blessings, and to husband up 
The respite of the season, he, at least. 
And 'tis no vulgar service, makes them felt. 

Yet further. Many, I believe, there are 

Who live a life of virtuous decency. 
Men who can hear the Decalogue and feel 
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No self-reproach ; who of the moral law 

Established in the land where they abide 

Are strict observers ; and not negligent 

In acts of love to those with whom they dwell, 

Their kindred, and the children of their blood. 

Praise be to such, and to their slumbers peace ! 

— But of the poor man ask, the abject poor ; 

Q-o, and demand of him, if there be here 

In this cold abstinence from evil deeds. 

And these inevitable charities, 

Wherewith to satisfy the human soul ? 

Norman is dear to man ; the poorest poor 

Long for some moments in a weary life 

When they can know and feel that they have been, 

Themselves, the fathers and the dealers-out 

Of some small blessings ; have been kind to such 

As needed kindness, for this single cause. 

That we have all of us one human heart. 

— Such pleasure is to one kind Being known. 

My neighbour, when with punctual care, each week 

Duly as Priday comes, though pressed herself 

By her own wants, she from her store of meal 

Takes one unsparing handful for the scrip 

Of this old Mendicant, and, from her door 

Eetuming with exhilarated heart. 

Sits by her fire, and builds her hope in heaven. 

Then let him pass, a blessing on his head ! 
And while in that vast solitude to which 
The tide of things has borne him, he appears 
To breathe and live but for himself alone, 
Unblamed, uninjured, let him bear about 
The good which the benignant law of Heaven 
Has hung around him : and, while life is his, 

£ 2 
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• 

Still let him prompt the unlettered villagers 
To tender offices and pensive thoughts. 
— Then let him pass, a blessing on his head ! 
And, long as he can wander, let him breathe 
The freshness of the valleys ; let his blood 
Struggle with frosty air and winter snows ; 
And let the chartered wind that sweeps the heath 
Beat his grey locks against his withered face. 
Beverence the hope whose vital anxiousness 
G-ives the last human interest to his heart. 
May never House, misnamed of Indttstrt, 
Make him a captive ! — ^for that pent-up din, 
Those life-consuming sounds that clog the air, 
Be his the natural silence of old age ! 
Let him be free of mountain solitudes ; 
And have around him, whether heard or not, 
The pleasant melody of woodland birds. 
Few are his pleasures : if his eyes have now 
Been doomed so long to settle upon earth 
That not without some effort they behold 
The countenance of the horizontal sun, . 
Bising or setting, let the light at least 
IFind a free entrance to their languid orbs. 
And let him, where and when he will, sit down 
Beneath the trees, or on a grassy bank 
Of highway side, and with the little birds 
Share his chance-gathered meal ; and, finally, 
As in the eye of Nature he has lived. 
So in the eye of Nature let him die ! 

1798. 
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n. 

THE FARMER OF TILSBURY VALE. 

[The character of this man was described to me, and the incident 
upon which the verses turn, was told me by Mr. Pool of 
Nether Stowey, with whom I became acquainted through our 
common friend, S. T. Coleridge. During my residence at 
Alfozden I used to see much of him and had frequent occasions 
to admire the course of his daily life, especially his conduct 
to his labourers and poor neighbours : their virtues he carefully 
encouraged, and weighed their faults in the scales of charity. 
If I seem in these verses to have treated the weaknesses of the 
farmer, and his transgression, too tenderly, it may in part be 
ascribed to my having received the story &om one so averse to 
all harsh judgment. After his death, was found in his escritoir 
a lock of grey hair carefully preserved, with a notice that it 
had been cut from the head of his faithful shepherd, who had 
served him for a length of years. I need scarcely add that he 
felt for all men as his brothers. He was much beloved by 
distinguished persons — Mr. Coleridge, Mr. Southey, Sir H. 
Davy, and many others; and in his own neighbourhood was 
highly valued as a magistrate, a man of business, and in every 
other social relation. The latter part of the poem perhaps 
requires some apology as being too much of an echo to the 
"Eeverie of Poor Susan."] 

'Tis not for the unfeeling, the falsely refined, 
The squeamish in taste, and the narrow of mind. 
And the small critic wielding his delicate pen, 
That I sing of old Adam, the pride of old men. 

He dwells in the centre of London's wide Town ; 
His staff is a sceptre — his grey hairs a crown ; 
And his bright eyes look brighter, set off by the streak 
Of the unfaded rose that still blooms on his cheek. 

'Mid the dews, in the sunshine of mom, — *mid the joy 
Of the fields, he collected that bloom, when a boy; 
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That countenance there fashioned, which, spite of a stain 
That his life hath received, to the last will remain. 

A Panner he .was ; and his house far and near 
Was the boast of the country for excellent cheer : 
How oft have I heard in sweet Tilsbury Yale 
Of the silver-rimmed horn whence he dealt his mild ale! 

Yet Adam was far as the farthest from ruin, 
His fields seemed to know what their Master was doing; 
And turnips, and corn-land, and meadow, and lea. 
All caught the infection — as generous as he. 

Yet Adam prized little the feast and the bowl, — 
The fields better suited the ease of his soul : 
He strayed through the fields like an indolent wight, 
The quiet of nature was Adam's delight. 

For Adam was simple in thought ; and the poor. 
Familiar with him, made an inn of his door : 
He gave them the best that he had ; or, to say 
What less may mislead you, they took it away. 

Thus thirty smooth years did he thrive on his farm : 
The Genius of plenty preserved him from harm : 
At length, what to most is a season of sorrow. 
His means are run out, — ^he must beg, or must borrow. 

To the neighbours he went, — all were free with their 

money ; 
For his hive had so long been replenished with honey, 
Q hat they dreamt not of dearth ; — He continued his 

rounds. 
Knocked here — and knocked there, pounds still adding 

to pounds. 
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He paid what he could with his ill-gotten pelf, 
And something, it might be, reserved for himself: 
Then (what is too true) without hinting a word, 
Turned his back on the country — and off like a bird. 

You lift up your eyes ! — ^but I guess that you frame 
A judgment too harsh of the sin and the shame ; 
In him it was scarcely a business of art. 
For this he did all in the etise of his heart. 

To London — a sad emigration I ween — 

With his grey hairs he went from the brook and the 

green; 
And there, with small wealth but his legs and his hands. 
As lonely he stood as a crow on the sands. 

All trades, as need was, did old Adam assume, — 
Served as stable-boy, errand-boy, porter, and groom ; 
But nature is gracious, necessity kind, 
And, in spite of the shame that may lurk in his mind, 

He seems ten birthdays younger, is green and is stout; 
Twice as fast as before does his blood run about ; 
You would say that each hair of his beard was alive. 
And his fingers are busy as bees in a hive. 

For he's not like an Old Man that leisurely goes 
About work that he knows, in a track that he knows ; 
But often his mind is compelled to demur, 
And you guess that the more then his body must stir. 

In the throng of the town like a stranger is he. 
Like one whose own country's far over the sea; 
And Nature, while through the great city he hies, 
Full ten times a day takes his heart by surprise. 



56 FOEHS BEFEBBIKG TO THE PERIOD OF OLD AGE. 

This gives him the fancy of one that is young, 
More of soul in his face than of words on his tongue ; 
Like a maiden of twenty he trembles and sighs, 
And tears of fifteen will come into his eyes. 

What's a tempest to him, or the dry parching heats ? 
Yet he watches the clouds that pass over the streets ; 
With a look of such earnestness often will stand, 
You might think he'd twelve reapers at work in the Strand. 

Where proud Covent-garden, in desolate hours 
Of snow and hoar-frost, spreads her fruits and her flowers, 
Old Adam will smile at the pains that have made 
Poor winter look fine in such strange masquerade. 

*Mid coaches and chariots, a waggon of straw, 
Like a magnet, the heart of old Adam can draw ; 
With a thousand soft pictures his memory will teem, 
And his hearing is touched with the sounds of a dream^. 

Up the Haymarket hill he oft whistles his way. 
Thrusts his hands in a waggon, and smells at the hay ; 
He thinks of the fields he so often hath mown. 
And is happy as if the rich freight were his own. 

But chiefly to Smithfield he loves to repair, — 
If you pass by at morning, you'll meet with him there. 
The breath of the cows you may see him inhale, 
And his heart all the while is in Tilsbury Vale; 

Now farewell, old Adam ! when low thou art laid, 

May one blade of grass spring up over thy head ; 

And I hope that thy grave, wheresoever it be, 

Will hear the wind sigh through the leaves of a tree. 

1803. 



67 



ni. 
THE SMALL CELANDII!^. 

Thebe is a Flower, the lesser Celandine, 
That shrinks, like many more, from cold and rain ; 
And, the first moment that the sun maj shine, 
Bright as the sun himself, 'tis out again ! 

When hailstones have heen falling, swarm on swarm, 
Or blasts the green field and the trees distrest, 
Oft have I seen it muffled up from harm. 
In close self-shelter, Hke a Thing at rest. 

But lately, one rough day, this Plower I passed 
And recognised it, though an altered form, 
Now standing forth an o£fering to the blast. 
And bu£feted at will by rain and storm. 

I stopped, and said with inly-muttered voice, 
" It doth not love the shower, nor seek the cold : 
This neither is its courage nor its choice, 
But its necessity in being old. 

The sunshine may not cheer it, nor the dew ; 
It cannot help itself in its decay ; 
Stiff in its members, withered, changed of hue." 
And, in my spleen, I smiled that it was grey. 

To be a Prodigal's Favourite — then, worse truth, 

A Miser's Pensioner — ^behold our lot ! 

O Man, that from thy fair and shining youth 

Age might but take the things Youth needed not ! 

1804. 
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IT. 

THE TWO THIEVES; 

OB, THE LAST STAGE OF AYARICK 

[This is described from the life, as I was in the hahit of observing 
when a boy at Hawkshead School. Daniel was more than 
eighty years older than myself when he was daily, thus 
occupied, under my notice. No book could have so early 
taught me to think of the changes to which human life is 
subject; and while looking at him I could not but say to 
myself — ^we may, one of us, I or the happiest of my playmates, 
live to become still more the object of pity than this old man, 
this half-doating pilferer !] 

O NOW that the genius of Bewick were mine, 
And the skill which he learned on the banks of the Tyne, 
Then the Muses might deal with me just as they chose, 
For I'd take my last leave both of verse and of prose. 

What feats would I work with my magical hand ! 
Book-learning and books should be banished the land: 
And, for hunger and thirst and such troublesome calls, 
Every ale-house should then have a feast on its walls. 

The traveller would hang his wet clothes on a chair ; 
Let them smoke, let them bum, not a straw would he 

care! 
Eor the Prodigal Son, Joseph's Dream and his sheaves. 
Oh, what would they be to my tale of two Thieves ? 
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The One, yet imbreeched, is not three birthdays old, 
His G-randsire that age more than thirty times told ; 
There are ninety good seasons of fair and foul weather 
Between them, and both go a-pilfering together. 

With chips is the carpenter strewing his floor ? 
Is a cart-load of turf at an old woman's door ? 
Old Daniel his hand to the treasure will slide ! 
And his G-randson's as busy at work by his side. 

Old Daniel begins ; he stops short — and his eye, 
Through the lost look of dotage, is cunning and sly; 
'Tis a look which at this time is hardly his own, 
But tells a plain tale of the days that are flown. 

He once had a heart which was moved by the wires 
Of manifold pleasures and many desires : 
And what if he cherished his purse ? 'Twas no more 
Than treading a path trod by thousands before. 

'Twas a path trod by thousands ; but Daniel is one 
"Who went something farther than others have gone, 
And now with old Daniel you see how it feres ; 
You see to what end he has brought his grey hairs. 

The pair sally forth hand in hand : ere the sun 
Has peered o'er the beeches, their work is begun : 
And yet, into whatever sin they may fall, 
This child but half knows it, and that, not at all. 

They hunt through the streets with deliberate tread, 
And each, in his turn, becomes leader or led ; 
And, wherever they carry their plots and their wiles, 
Every face in the village is dimpled with smiles. 



60 POEMS BEFEBBINQ TO THE PEBIOD OF OLD AGE. 

Neither checked by the rich nor the needy they roam ; 
For the grey-headed Sire has a daughter at home, 
"Who will gladly repair all the damage that's done ; 
And three, were it asked, would be rendered for one. 

Old Man ! whom so oft I with pity have eyed, 
I love thee, and love the sweet Boy at thy side : 
Long yet may'st thou live ! for a teacher we see 
That lifts up the veil of our nature in thee. 

1800. 



V. 

AOTMAL TRANaUILLITY AND DECAY. 

The little hedgerow birds, 
That peck along the roads, regard him not. 
He travels on, and in his face, his step, 
His gait^ is one expression : every limb, 
His look and bending figure, all bespeak 
A man who does not move with pain, but moves 
With thought. — He is insensibly subdued 
To settled quiet : he is one by whom 
All effort seems forgotten ; one to whom 
Long patience hath such mild composure given, 
That patience now doth seem a thing of which 
He hath no need. He is by nature led 
To peace so perfect that the young behold 
With envy, what the Old Man hardly feels. 

1798. 
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£Thosb from Chiabrera were chiefly translated when Mr. Coleridge 
was writing his ** Friend" in which periodical my ** Essay on 
Bpitaphs," written about that time, was first published. For 
further notice of Chiabrera, in connection with his Epitaphs, 
see ** Musings at Aquapendente."] 

EPITAPHS 

TRANSLATED 7B0M OHLABRERA. 
I. 

Weep not, beloved Priends ! nor let the air 

For me with sighs be troubled. Not from life 

Have I been taken ; this is genuine life 

And this alone — the life which now I live 

In peace eternal ; where desire and joy 

Together move in fellowship without end. — 

Francesco Ceni willed that, after death, 

His tombstone thus should speak for him. And surely 

Small cause there is for that fond wish of ours 

Long to continue in this world ; a world 

That keeps not faith, nor yet can point a hope 

To good, whereof itself is destitute. 

II. 

Pebhaps some needful service of the State 
Drew Titus from the depth of studious bowers, 
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And doomed him to contend in faithless courts, 
Where gold determines between right and wrong. 
Yet did at length his loyalty of heart, 
And his pure native genius, lead him back 
To wait upon the bright and gracious Muses, 
Whom he had early loved. And not in vain 
Such course he held ! Bologna's learned schools 
Were gladdened by the Sage's voice, and hung 
With fondness on those sweet Nestorian strains. 
There pleasure crowned his days; and all his thoughts 
A roseate fragrance breathed.* — O human life, 
That never art secure from dolorous change ! 
Behold a high injunction suddenly 
To Amo's side hath brought him, and he charmed 
A Tuscan audience : but full soon was called 
To the perpetual silence of the grave. 
Mourn, Italy, the loss of him who stood 
A Champion stedfast and invincible. 
To quell the rage of literary War ! 



IIT. 

O Thou who movest onward with a mind 
Intent upon thy way, pause, though in haste ! 
'Twill be no fruitless moment. I was bom 
Within Savona's walls, of gentle blood. 
On Tiber's banks my youth was dedicate 
To sacred studies ; and the Eoman Shepherd 
Gave to my charge Urbino's numerous flock. 

* Tvi virea giocondo e i saoi penaieri 
Erano tutti rose. 

The TranaUtor had not skill to come nearer to his original. 
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Well did I watch, much laboured, nor had power 
To escape firom many and strange indignities ; 
Was smitten by the great ones of the world. 
But did not fall ; for Virtue braves all shocks, 
Upon herself resting immoveably. 
Me did a kindlier fortune then invite 
To serve the glorious Henry, King of France, 
And in his hands I saw a high reward 
Stretched out for my acceptance, — but Death came. 
Now, Eeader, learn from this my fate, how false, 
How treacherous to her promise, is the world ; 
And trust in Q-od — to whose eternal doom 
Must bend the sceptred Potentates of earth. 



IT. 

These never breathed a man who, when his Hfe 

Was closing, might not of that life relate 

Toils long and hard. — The warrior will report 

Of wounds, and bright swords flashing in the field. 

And blast of trumpets. He who hath been doomed 

To bow his forehead in the courts of kings, 

WiU tell of fraud and never-ceasing hate. 

Envy and heart-inquietude, derived 

From intricate cabals of treacherous friends. 

I, who on shipboard lived from earliest youth, 

Could represent the countenance horrible 

Of the vexed waters, and the indignant rage 

Of Auster and Bootes. Fifty years 

Over the well-steered galleys did I rule : — 

From huge Pelorus to the Atlantic pillars, 

Bises no mountain to mine eyes unknown ; 
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And the broad gulfs I traversed oft and oft : 

Of every cloud which in the heavens might stir 

I knew the force ; and hence the rough sea's pride 

Availed not to my Vessel's overthrow. 

What noble pomp and frequent have not I 

On regal decks beheld ! yet in the end 

I learned that one poor moment can suffice 

To equalise the lofty and the low. 

We sail the sea of life — a Calm One finds, 

And One a Tempest — and, the voyage o'er. 

Death is the quiet haven of us all. 

K more of my condition ye would know, 

Savona was my birth-place, and I sprang 

Of noble parents ; seventy years and three 

Lived I — then yielded to a slow disease. 



T. 

Tbxte is it that Ambrosio Salinero 

With an untoward fate was long involved 

In odious litigation ; and full long, 

Eate harder still ! had he to endure assaults 

Of racking malady. And true it is I 

That not the less a frank courageous heart I 

And buoyant spirit triumphed over pain ; i 

And he was strong to follow in the steps 

Of the fair Muses. Not a covert path 

Leads to the dear Parnassian forest's shade, 

That might from him be hidden ; not a track 

Mounts to pellucid Hippocrene, but he 

Had traced its windings. — This Savona knows, 

Yet no sepulchral honors to her Son 



IPHHI 
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She paid, for in our age the heart is ruled 

Only by gold. And now a simple stone 

Inscribed with this memorial here is raised 

By his bereft, his lonely, Chiabrera. 

Think not, O Passenger ! who read'st the Unes^ 

That an exceeding love hath dazzled me; 

No — ^he was One whose memory ought to spread 

Where'er Permessus bears an honoured name, 

And live as long as its pure stream shaU flow. 



TI. 

Destxeted to war from very infancy 
Was I, Eroberto Dati, and I took 
In Malta the white symbol of the Cross ; 
Nor in life's vigorous season did I shun 
Hazard or toil ; among the sands was seen 
Of Libya ; and not seldom, on the banks 
Of wide Hungarian Danube, 'twas my lot 
To hear the sanguinary trumpet sounded. 
So lived I, and repined not at such fate : 
This only grieves me, for it seems a wrong, 
That stripped of arms I to my end am brought 
On the soft down of my paternal home. 
Yet haply Amo shall be spared all cause 
To blush for me. Thou, loiter not nor halt 
In thy appointed way, and bear in mind 
How fleeting and how frail is human life ! 



▼oil. v. 
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VII, 

O ELOWEB of all that springs from gentle blood. 
And all that generous nurture breeds to make 
Youth amiable ; O friend so true of soul 
To fair Aglaia ; by what envy moved, 
Lelius I has death cut short thy brilliant day 
In its sweet opening P and what dire mishap 
Has from Savona torn her best delight P 
Eor thee she mourns, nor e'er will cease to mourn ; 
And, should the out-pourings of her eyes suffice not 
Per her heart's grief, she will entreat Sebeto 
Not to withhold his bounteous aid, Sebeto 
Who saw thee, on his margin, yield to death, 
In the chaste arms of thy beloved Love ! 
What profit riches ? what does youth avail P 
Dust are our hopes ; — I, weeping bitterly. 
Penned these sad lines, nor can forbear to pray 
That every gentle Spirit hither led 
May read them, not without some bitter tears. 



vm. 

Not without heavy grief of heart did He 

On whom the duty fell (for at that time 

The father sojourned in a distant land) 

Deposit in the hollow of this tomb 

A brother's Child, most tenderly beloved ! 

Eeakoesoo was the name the Youth had borne, 

FozzoBONNELLi his illustrious house ; 

And, when beneath this stone the Corse was laid. 
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The eyes of all Savona streamed with tears. 

Alas ! the twentieth April of his life 

Had scarcely flowered : and at this early timei 

By genuine virtue he inspired a hope 

That greatly cheered his country : to his kin 

He promised comfort ; and the flattering thoughts 

His friends had in their fondness entertained,* 

He Buflered not to languish or decay. 

Now is there not good reason to break forth 

Into a passionate lament P — O Soul ! 

Short while a Pilgrim in our nether world. 

Do thou enjoy the calm empyreal air ; 

And round this earthly tomb let roses "risei 

An everlasting spring ! in memory 

Of that delightful fragrance which was once 

From thy mUd manners quietly exhaled. 



IX, 

Pause, courteous Spirit ! — ^Balbi supplicates 
That Thou, with no reluctant voice, for him 
Here laid in mortal darkness, wouldst prefer 
A prayer to the Bedeemer of the world. 
This to the dead by sacred right belongs ; 
All else is nothing. — ^Did occasion suit 
To tell his worth, the marble of this tomb 
"Would ill suffice : for Plato's lore sublime^ 
And all the wisdom of the Stagyrite, 
Enriched and beautified his studious mind: 

* In Jmttoe to the Author, I sutrjoin the original :— 

' degll amioi 

Kon lasdaYa laoguire i bei penaiezL 

12 
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With Archimedes also he conversed 

As with a chosen friend ; nor did he leare 

Those kureat wreaths ungathered which the Nymphs 

Twine near their loved Fermessus. — ^EinaQy, 

Himself above each lower thought uplifting^ 

His ears he closed to listen to the songs 

Which Sion's Kings did consecrate of old; 

And his Fermessus found on Lebanon. 

A blessed Man ! who of protracted days 

Made not, as thousands do, a vulgar sleep ; 

But truly did He live his life. XJrbino, 

Take pride in him !— *0 Fassenger, fiirewell I 



I. 

[This lady was named CSarkton ; die^ along with a sister, waa 
bionglit up in the neighbourhood of Ambleside. The epitaph, 
a part of it at leasts is in the ehnzoh at Bramsgrore^ where she 
resided after her maniage.] 

By a blest Husband guided, Mary came 
IVom nearest kindred, Yemon her new name ; 
She came, though meek of soul, in seemly pride 
Of happiness and hope, a youthful Bride. 
O dread reverse ! if aught he so, which proves 
That Gk)d will chasten whom he dearly loves* 
Faith bore her up through pains in mercy given, 
And troubles that were each a step to Heaven: 
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Two Babes were laid in earth before she died ; 
A third now slumbers at the Mother s side ; 
Its Sister-twin survives, whose smiles afford 
A trembling solace to her widowed Lord. 
Beader ! if to thj bosom cling the pain 
Of recent sorrow combated in vain ; 
Or if tiiy cherished grief have falLed to thwart 
Time still intent on his insidiouB part, 
Lulling the mourner's best good thoughts asleep. 
Pilfering regrets we would, but cannot, keep ; 
Bear with Him— judge .Sim gently who makes known 
TTia bitter loss by this memorial Stone ; 
And pray that in Hs faithful breast the grace 
Of resignation find a hallowed place. 



n. 

Six months to six years added he remained 
Upon this sin&l earth, by sin unstained : 
O blessed Lord ! whose mercy then removed 
A Child whom every eye that looked on loved 
Support us, teach us calmly to resign 
What we possessed, and now is wholly thine ! 
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m. 

CENOTAPH. 

[See '' Ele£^ Stanzas. (Addressed to Sir G. H. B./iipoii the death 

of his Sister-in-Law.)"] 

In affectionate remembrance of Frances Fermor, whose remains are 
deposited in the chnrch of Chunes, near Worcester, this stone 
is erected by her sister, Dame Margaret^ wife of Sir George 
Beanmont, Bart., who, feeling not less than the Iotc of a brother 
for the deceased, commends this memorial to the care of his 
hSn and successors in the possession of this place. 

By vaiii affections uneiithralledy 
Though resolute when duty called 
To meet the world's broad eye, 
Pure as the holiest cloistered nun 
That ever feared the tempting sun. 
Did Fermor live and die. 

This Tablet, hallowed by her name, 
One heart-reHeying tear may claim ; 
But if the pensive gloom 
Of fond regret be still thy choice, 
Exalt thy spirit, hear the voice 
Of Jesus from her tomb ! 

^I AH THE WAT, THE TBVTH, AlO) THE UEl.' 
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IV. 

EPITAPH 

IN THl OHAPIL-TABD Of LANODALB, WSBTICOBBLAVIH 

[Owrar Llotd, the sabject of this epitaph, was bom at Old Brathay, 
near Ambleside, and was the son of Charles Lloyd and his wife 
Sophia (n6e Pemberton), botb of Birmingham, who came to 
reside in this part of the ooontry soon after their marriage. 
They had many children, both sons and daughters, of whom 
the most remarkable was the subject of this epitaph. He was 
educated under Mr. Dawes, at Ambleside, Dr. Butler, of 
Shrewsbury, and lastly at IVinity College, Cambridge, where 
he would haye been greatly distinguished as a scholax but for 
inherited infirmities of bodily constitution, which, from early 
childhood, affected his mind. His Ioto for the neighbourhood 
in which he was bom, and his sympathy with the habits and 
characters of the mountain yeomanry, in coig unction with irre- 
gular spirits, that unfitted him for fSstcing duties in situations 
to which he was unaccustomed, induced him to accept the 
relored curacy of Langdale* How much he was beloved and 
honoured there, and with what feelings he discharged his duty 
under the oppression of severe maLady, is set forth, though 
imperfectly, in the epitaph.] 

By playful smiles, (alas ! too oft 

A sad heart's sunsliiue) by a soft 

And gentle nature, and a tree 

Yet modest hand of charity, 

Through life was OwBir Lloyd endeared 

To young and old ; and how revered 

Had been that pious spirit, a tide 

Of humble mourners testified, 

When, after pains dispensed to prove 

The measure of Gk)d's chastening love, 

Here, brought from fiur, his corse found rest|— • 

Fulfilment of his own request ; — 
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Urged less for tliis Yew's shade, though he 
Planted with such fond hope the tree ; 
Less for the loye of stream and rock, 
Dear as thej were, than that his Elock, 
When they no more their Pastor's voice 
Could hear to guide them in their choice 
Through good and evil, help might have, 
Admonished, from his silent grave. 
Of righteousness, of sins forgiven, 
Por peace on earth and bliss in heaven. 



V. 

ADDRESS TO THE SCHOLARS OF THE VILLAGE 

SCHOOL OF 

[Composed at Gh>s]ar, in Qermaxiy.] 

I OOME, ye little noisy Crew, 
Not long your pastime to prevent ; 
I heard the blessing which to you 
Our common Priend and Pather sent. 
I kissed his cheek before he died ; 
And when his breath was fled, 
I raised, while kneeling by his side. 
His hand : — it dropped like lead. 
Your hands, dear Little-ones, do all 
That can be done, will never fall 
Like his till they are dead. 
By night or day blow foul or &ir, 
Ne'er will the best of all your train 
' Play with the locks of his white hair, 
Or stand between his knees again. 
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Here did he sit confined for hours ; 
But he could see the woods and plains, 
Could hear the wind and mark the showers 
Gome streaming down the streaming panes. 
Wow stretched beneath his grass-green mound 
He rests a prisoner of the ground. 
He loyed the breathing air, 
He loved the sun, but if it rise 
Or set, to him where now he lies, 
Brings not a moment's care. 
Alas ! what idle words ; but take 
The Dirge which for our Master's sake 
And yours, love prompted me to make. 
The rhymes so homely in attire 
With learned ears may ill agree, 
But chanted by your Orphan Quire 
Will make a touching melody. 

DIBGE. 

Mourn, Shepherd, near thy old grey stone ; 
Thou Angler, by the silent flood ; 
And mourn when thou art all alone, 
Thou Woodman, in the distant wood ! 

Thou one blind Sailor, rich in joy 
Though blind, thy tunes in sadness hum ; 
And mourn, thou poor half-witted Boy ! 
Bom dea^ and living deaf and dumb. 

Thou drooping sick Man, bless the Ghiide 
Who checked or turned thy headstrong youth, 
As he before had sanctified 
Thy infancy with heavenly truth* 
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Ye Striplings, ligbt of heart and gay. 

Bold settlers on some foreign shore^ 

Give, when your thoughts are turned this Traji 

A sigh to him i^hom we deplore. 

For us who here in. funeral strain 
With one accord our yoices raise, 
Let sorrow overcharged with pain 
Be lost in thankfulness and praise. 

And when our hearts shall feel a sting 
From ill we meet or good we miss. 
May touches of his memory bring 
Fond healing, like a mother's kiss. 



BY THE BIDE Or THE GRAVE SOME TSABS ATTBB. 

LoiTG time his pulse hath ceased to beat ; 
But benefits, his gift, we trace- 
Expressed in every eye we meet 
Bound this dear Yale, his native place. 

To stately Hall and Cottage rude 
Flowed from his life what still they hold, 
Light pleasures, every day, renewed 5 
And blessings half a century old. 

Oh true of heart, of spirit gay, 
Thy faults, where not already gone 
From memory, prolong their stay 
For charity's sweet sake alone. 
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Such solace find we for our loss ; 
And what beyond this thought we craye 
Comes in the promise from the Cross, 
Shining upon thy happy graYe.' 

1798. 



TI. 

ELEGIAC STANZAS, 



tfinMJUl'JID BT A FIOnrSB (Of PEELB CASTLB, IIT A SIOBX, PAIKXED 

BT SIB GBOBQE BEAUMONT. 

[Sn G^BGS- Bbaumont painted two pictures of this subject, one of 
which he gave to Mrs. Wordsworth, saying she ought to have 
it ; but Lady Beaumont interfered, and aiier Sir George's death 
she gave it to Sir Uyedale Price, in whose house at Foxley I 
have seen it.] 

I WAS thy neighbour once, thou rugged File ! 
"Foxa summer weeks I d^elt in sight of thee : 
I saw thee every day ; and all the while 
Thy Form was sleeping on a glassy sea. 

^ So pure the sky, so quiet was the air ! 
So like, so very like, was day to day ! 
Whene'er I looked, thy Image still was there ; 
It trembled, but it never passed away. 

How perfect was the calm ! it seemed no sleep ; 
No mood, which season takes away, or brings : 
I could have fancied that the mighty Deep 
Was even the gentlest of all gentle Things. 

* Sea upon Hhe subject of the three foregoing pieces the Fountain, Ac 
Aa, page 21S, toL It. 
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Ah! THEK, if mine had been the Fainter's haady 
To express what then I saw; and add the gkam. 
The light that never was, on sea or land, 
The consecration, and the Poet's dieam; 

I would have planted thee, then hoary File 
Amid a world how different; from this ! 
Beside a sea that could not cease to smile ; 
On tranquil land, beneath a sky of bliss. 

Thou shouldst have seemed a treasure-house divine 
Of peaceful years ; a chronicle of heaven ; — j 

Of all the sunbeams that did ever shine I 

The very sweetest had to Uiee been givwu 

AFicturehadit been of lasting ease^ N 

Elysian quiet, without toil or strife ; 
K'o motion but the moving tide, a breezOi 
Or merely silent Nature's breathing E&. 

Such, in the fond illusion of my heart, 
Such Picture would I at that time have made: 
And seen the soul of truth in every part, 
A sted&st peace that might not be betrayed. 



So once it would have been, — 'tis so no more $ 
I have submitted to a new control : 
A power is gone, which nothing can restore ; 
A deep distress hath humanised my SouL 

Not for a moment could I now behold 
A smiling sea, and be what I have been: 
The feeling of my loss will ne'er be old ; 
This, which I know, I speak with mind serene* 



I 
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Then, Beaumont^ Eriend! who would have been the 

Friend, 
If he had lived, of Him whom I deplore. 
This work of thine I blame not, but commend ; 
This sea in anger, and that dismal shore. 

'tis a passionate "Work ! — ^yet wise and well. 
Well chosen is the spirit that is here ; 

That Hnlk which lalTours in the deadly swell, 
This raeful sky, this pageantry of fear ! 

And this huge Castle, standing here sublime, 

1 love to see the look with which it braves. 
Cased in the unfeeling armour of old time. 

The lightning, the fierce wind, and trampHng waves, 

Parewell, farewell the heart that lives alone. 
Housed in a dream, at distance from the Kind ! 
Such happiness, wherever it be known, 
Is to be pitied ; for 'tis surely blind. 

But welcome fortitude, and patient cheer. 
And frequent sights of what is to be borne ! 
Such sights, or worse, as are before me here. — 
Not without hope we suffer and we mourn. 

1805. 
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TO THE DAISY. 

Sweet Flower ! belike one day to have 
A place upon tliy Poef s grave, 
I welcome thee once more : 
But He, who was on land, at sea^ 
My Brother, too, in loving thee, 
Although he loved more silently, 
Sleeps by his native shore. 

Ah ! hopeful, hopeful was the day 
"When to that Ship he bent his way, 
To govern and to guide : 
His wish was gained : a little time 
Would bring him back in manhood's prime 
And free for life, these hills to climb ; 
With all his wants supplied. 

And full of hope day followed day 

While that stout Ship at anchor lay 

Beside the shores of Wight ; 

The May had then made all things green ; 

And, floating there, in pomp serene, 

That Ship was goodly to be seen, 

His pride and his delight ! 

Yet then, when called ashore, he sought 
The tender peace of rural thought : 
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In more tlian Iiappj mood 
To your abodes, bright daisy Mowets ! 
He then would steal at leisure hours, 
And loved you glittering in your bowers 
A starry multitude. 

But hark the word ! — ^the ship is gone ;— 

Setums from her long course : — anon 

Sets sail : — in season due, 

Once more on English earth they stand: 

But, when a third time from the land 

They parted, sorrow was at hand 

For Him and for his crew. 

Ill-fated Vessel! — ghastly shock! 

— ^At length delivered from the rock, 

The deep she hath regained ; 

And through the stormy night they steer; 

Labouring for life, in hope and fear. 

To reach a safer shore — how near. 

Yet not to be attained ! 

" Silence ! " the brave Commander cried ; 
To that calm word a shriek replied, 
It was the last death-shriek. 
— ^A few (my soul oft sees that sight) 
Survive upon the tall mast's height ; 
But one dear remnant of the night— 
Por Him in vain I seek. 

Six weeks beneath the moving sea 
He lay in slumber quietly ; 
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Unforced by wind or wave 

To quit the Ship for which he died, 

(All claims of duty satisfied ;) 

And there they found him at her side ; 

And bore him to the grave. 

Vain service ! yet not vainly doiie 
Por this, if other end were none, 
That He, who had been cast 
Upon a way of life unmeet 
Eor such a gentle Soul and sweet. 
Should find an undisturbed retreat 
Near what he loved, at last — 

That neighbourhood of grove and field 

To Bam a resting-place should yield, 

A meek man and a brave ! 

Gl^he birds shall sing and ocean make 

A mournful murmur for his sake ; 

And Thou, sweet Elower, shalt sleep and wake 

Upon his senseless grave, 

1805. 
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VIII. 

ELEGIAC VERSES, 

IN MEMORY OF MY BBOTQEB, JOHN WORDSWORTH, 

OOMMANDEK 07 THB B. I. COlCPAlTr'S SHIP THR EARL OF ABBBOAVENKY, IN 
WHTOH HE PEPISHED BY OALAMITOUd SHIPWBBCE, FEB. 6TH, 1805. 

Composed near the Mountain track, that leads from Grasmere 
through Grisdale Hawes, where it descends towards Pater- 
dale. 

[ " Here did we stop; and hei-e looked round, 
W^le each into himself descends." 

The point is two or three yards below the outlet of Grisdale 
tarn on a foot-road by which a horse may pass to Faterdale — a 
ridge of Helyellyn on the left, and the summit of Fairfield on 
the right.] 

I. 
The Sheep-boy whiatled loud, and lo ! 
That instant, startled by the shock. 
The Buzzard mounted from the rock 
Deliberate and slow : 
Lord of the air, he took his "flight ; 
Oh ! could he on that woeful night 
Have lent his wing, my Brother dear, 
For one poor moment's space to Thee, 
And all who struggled with the Sea, 
When safety was so near. 

II. 
Thus in the weakness of my heart 
I spoke (but let that pang be still) 
When rising from the rock at wiD, 
I saw the Bird depart. 

VOL. V. o 
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And let me calmly bless the Power 
That meets me in this unknown Flower, 
Affecting t3rpe of him I mourn ! 
"With calmness suffer and believe, 
And grieve, and know that I must grieve, 
Not cheerless, though forlorn. 

III. 
Here did we stop ; and here looked round 
While each into himself descends, 
For that last thought of parting Friends 
That is not to be found. 
Hidden was Grasmere Vale from sight. 
Our home and his, his heart's delight, 
His quiet heart's selected home. 
But time before him melts away, 
And he hath feeling of a day 
Of blessedness to come. 

IT. 

Full soon in sorrow did I weep, 

Taught that the mutual hope was dust, 

In sorrow, but for higher trust. 

How miserablf deep ! 

All vanished in a single word, 

A breath, a sound, and scarcely heard : 

Sea — Ship — drowned — Shipwreck — so it came, 

The meek, the brave, the good, was gone ; 

He who had been our living John 

Was nothing but a name. 

That was indeed a parting ! oh. 
Glad am I, glad that it is past ; 
For there were some on whom it cast 
Unutterable woe. 
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But they as well as I have gains ; — 
From many a humble source, to pains 
Like these, there comes a mild release ; 
Even here T feel it, even this Plant 
Is in its beauty ministrant 
To comfort and to peace. 

VI. 

He would have loved thy modest grace. 

Meek Flower ! To Him I would have said, 

" It grows upon its native bed 

Beside our Parting-place ; 

There, cleaving to the ground, it lies 

With multitude of purple eyes. 

Spangling a cushion green like moss ; 

But we will see it, joyful tide ! 

Some day, to see it in its pride. 

The mountain will we cross." 

VII. 

— ^Brother and friend, if verse of mine 

Have power to make thy virtues known. 

Here let a monumental Stone 

Stand — sacred as a Shrine ; 

And to the few who pass this way, 

Traveller or Shepherd, let it say, 

Long as these mighty rocks endure, — 

Oh do not Thou too fondly brood, 

Although deserving of all good, 

On any earthly hope, however pure* ! 

1805. 

* The plant alluded to is the Moss Campion (Silene acaulis, of LinnsBus). 
See note at the end of the Yolume. 
See among the Poems on the " Naming of Places/' No. vi., vol. i. p. 356. 
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IX. 

SONNET. 

Why should we weep or mourn, Angelic boy, 

For such thou wert ere from our sight removed, 

Holy, and ever dutiful — beloved 

From day to day with never-ceasing joy. 

And hopes as dear as could the heart employ 

In aught to earth pertaining ? Death has proved 

His might, nor leas his mercy, as behoved — 

Death conscious that he only could destroy 

The bodily frame. That beauty is laid low 

To moulder in a far-off field of Rome ; 

But Heaven is now, blest Child, thy Spirit's home : 

When such divine communion, which we know. 

Is felt, thy Eoman-burial place will be 

Surely a sweet remembrancer of Thee. 

1846. 



X. 

LINES 

Composed at Grasmere, during a walk one Evening, after a stormy 
day, the Author having just read in a Newspaper that the 
dissolution of Mr. Fox was hourly expected. 

Loud is the Vale ! the Voice is up 

With which she speaks when storms are gone, 

A mighty unison of streams ! 

Of aU her Voices, One ! 
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Loud is the Vale ; — this inland Depth 
In peace is roaring like the Sea ; 
Ton star upon the mountain-top 
Is listening quietly. 

Sad was I, even to pain deprest, 
Importunate and heavy load * ! 
The Comforter hath found me here, 
Upon this lonely road ; 

And many thousands now are sad — 
Wait the fulfilment of their fear ; 
For he must die who is their stay, 
Their glory disappear. 

A Power is passing from the earth 
To breathless Nature's dark abyss ; 
But when the great and good depart 
What is it more than this — 

That Man, who is from Q-od sent forth, 
Doth yet again to Q-od return ? — 
Such ebb and flow must ever be, 
Then wherefore should we mourn ? 



1806. 



* Impoitana e grave salma. 

MlOHAU. AHOBLO. 
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XI 

mrOCATION TO THE EARTH. 

FEBRUARY, 1816. 

[(Imposed immediately after the '^ThaDksgiVing Ode," to whicli it 
may be considered as a second x>art.] 

I. 

" Eest, rest, perturbed Earth ! 
O rest, thou doleful Mother of Mankind ! " 
A Spirit sang in tones more plaintive than the wind : 
** From regions where no evil thing has birth 
I come — thy stains to wash away, 
Thy cherished fetters to unbind, 
And open thy sad eyes upon a milder day. 
The Heavens are thronged with martyrs that have risen 

From out thy noisome prison ; 

The penal caverns groan 
With tens of thousands rent from off the tree 
Of hopeful life,— by battle's whirlwind blown 
Into the deserts of Eternity. 
Unpitied havoc ! Victims unlamented ! 
But not on high, where madness is resented, 
And murder causes some sad tears to flow, 
Though, from the widely-sweeping blow. 
The choirs of Angels spread, triumphantly augmented. 

II. 

" False Parent of Mankind ! 

Obdurate, proud, and blind, 
I sprinkle thee with soft celestial dews, 
Thy lost, maternal heart to re-infuse I 
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Scattering this far-fetched moisture from my wings, 

Upon the act a blessing I implore, 

Of which the rivers in their secret springs, 

The rivers stained so oft with human gore. 

Are conscious ; — may the like return no more ! 

May Discord — for a Seraph's care 

Shall be attended with a bolder prayer — 

May she, who once disturbed the seats of bliss 

These mortal spheres above, 
Be chained for ever to the black abyss ! 
And thou, O rescued Earth, by peace and love, 
And merciful desires, thy sanctity approve !*' 

The Spirit ended his mysterious rite. 
And the pure vision closed in darkness infinite. 



xrr. 
LINES 

(VRITTUN ON A BLANK LEAF IN A COPT OF THE AUTHOR'S ^OBM 

"the excursion," UPO 

LATE VICAR OF KENDAL. 



*^THE EXCURSION," UPON HBARINQ OF THE DEATH OF THE 



To public notice, vdth reluctance strong, 

Did I deliver tins unfinished Song ; 

Yet for one happy issue ; — and I look 

With self-congratulation on the Book 

Which pious, learned, MrEFiTT saw and read ; — 

Dpon my thoughts his saintly Spirit fed ; 

He conned the new-bom Lay with grateful heart — 

Foreboding not how soon he must depart ; 

Unweeting that to him the joy was given 

Which good men take with them from earth to heaven. 
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XIII. 

ELEGIAC STANZAS. 

(addressed to sir g. h. b. vpon the death of his sister-in-law.) 

1824. 

[On Mrs. Fermor. This lady had been a widow loHg before I knew her. 
Her husband was of the &mily of the lady celebrated in the 
"Rape of the Lock," and was, I believe, a Roman Catholic The 
sorrow which his death caused her was fearful in its cliaracter 
as described in this poem, but was subdued in course of time 
by the strength of her religious faith. I have been, for many 
weeks at a time, an inmate with her at Goleorton Hall, as were 
also Mrs. Wordsworth and my Sister. The truth in the sketch 
of her character here given was acknowledged with gratitude 
by her nearest relatives. She was eloquent in conversation, 
energetic upon public matters, open in respect to those, but slow 
to communicate her personal feelings ; upon these she never 
touched in her intercourse with me, so that I could not regard 
myself as her confidential friend, and was accordingly surprised 
when I learnt she had left me a legacy of £100, as a token of 
her esteem. See, in further illustration the second stanza 
inscribed upon her Cenotaph in Coleorton church.] 

O roB a dirge ! But why complain ? 

Ask rather a triumphal strain 

When Feemoe's race is run ; 

A garland of immortal boughs 

To twine around the Christian's brows, 

Whose glorious work is done. 

We pay a high and holy debt ; 

No tears of passionate regret 

Shall stain this votive lay ; 

111- worthy, Beaumont ! were the grief 

That flings itself on wild relief 

When Saints have passed away. 
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Sad doom, at Sorrow's shrine to kneel, 

For ever covetous to feel, 

And impotent to bear ! 

Such once was hers — ^to think and think 

On severed love, and only sink 

From anguish to despair ! 

But nature to its inmost part 
Faith had refined ; and to her heart 
A peaceful cradle given : 
Calm as the dew-drop's, free to rest 
Within a breeze-fanned rose's breast 
TiU it exhales to Heaven. 

Was ever Spirit that could bend 
So graciously ? — that could descend. 
Another's need to suit, 
So promptly from her lofty throne ? — 
In works of love, in these alone. 
How restless, how minute ! 

Pale was her hue ; yet mortal cheek 
Ne'er kindled with a livelier streak 
When aught had suffered wrong, — 
When aught that breathes had felt a wound ; 
Such look the Oppressor might confound, 
However proud and strong. 

But hushed be every thought that springs 
From out the bitterness of things ; 
Her quiet is secure ; 
No thorns can pierce her tender feet, 
Whose life was, like the violet, sweet. 
As climbing jasmine, pure — 
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As snowdrop on an infant's grave, 

Or lily heaving with the wave 

That feeds it and defends ; 

As Vesper, ere the star hath kissed 

The mountain top, or breathed the mist 

That from the vale ascends. 

Thou takest not away, O Death ! 
Thou strikest — absence perisheth. 
Indifference is no more ; 
The future brightens on our sight ; 
For on the past hath fallen a light 
That tempts us to adore. 



XIV. 

ELEGIAC MUSINGS 



IK THB GBOVNSS OF COLEORTON HALL, THE SEAT 07 THE LATE 

SIB O. H. BEAUMONT, BART. 

[These verses were in x>art composed on horseback during a storm, 
while I was on my way &om Coleorton to Cambridge : they are 
alluded to elsewhere.] 

In these grounds stands the Parish Church, wherein is a mural 
monument bearing an Inscription which, in deference to the 
earnest request of the deceased, is confined to name, dates, and 
these words: — 'Enter not into judgment with thy servant, 
Lord !* 

With copious eulogy in prose or rhyme 
G-raven on the tomb we struggle against Time, 
Alas, how feebly ! but our feelings rise 
And still we struggle when a good man dies : 
Such offering Beaumont dreaded and forbade, 
A spirit meek in self-abasement clad. 
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Yet here at least — thougli few have numbered days 

That shunned so modestly the light of praise — 

His graceful manners, and the temperate ray 

Of that arch fancy which would round him play, 

Brightening a converse never known to swerve 

From courtesy and delicate reserve ; 

That sense, the bland philosophy of Hfe, 

Which checked discussion ere it warmed to strife — 

Those rare accomplishments, and varied powers, 

Might have their record among sylvan bowers. 

Oh, fled for ever ! vanished like a blast 

That shook the leaves in myriads as it passed ; — 

Q-one from this world of earth, air, sea, and sky, 

From all its spirit-moving imagery. 

Intensely studied with a painter's eye, 

A poet's heart ; and, for congenial view. 

Portrayed with happiest pencil, not untrue 

To common recognitions while the line 

Flowed in a course of sympathy divine ; — 

Oh ! severed, too abruptly, from delights 

That all the seasons shared with equal rights ; — 

Bapt in the grace of undismantled age. 

From soul-felt music, and the treasured page 

Lit by that evening lamp which loved to shed 

Its mellow lustre round thy honoured head ; 

While Friends beheld thee give with eye, voice, mien. 

More than theatric force to Shakspeare's scene ; — 

If thou hast heard me — if thy Spirit know 

Aught of these bowers and whence their pleasures flow ; 

If things in our remembrance held so dear. 

And thoughts and projects fondly cherished here, 

To thy exalted nature only seem 

Time's vanities, light fragments of earth's dream — 
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Rebuke us not ! — The mandate is obeyed 

That said, " Let praise be mute where I am laid ;" 

The holier deprecation, given in trust 

To the cold marble, waits upon thy dust ; 

Tet have we found how slowly genuine grief 

Prom silent admiration wins relief. 

Too long abashed thy Name is like a rose 

That doth * within itself its sweetness close ; ' 

A drooping daisy changed into a cup 

In which her bright-eyed beauty is shut up. 

Within these groves, where still are flitting by 

Shades of the Past, oft noticed with a sigh. 

Shall stand a votive Tablet, haply free. 

When towers and temples fall, to speak of Thee ! 

If sculptured emblems of our mortal doom 

Eecal not there the wisdom of the Tomb, 

Green ivy risen from out the cheerful earth, 

Will fringe the lettered stone; and herbs spring forth, 

Whose fragrance, by soft dews and rain unbound. 

Shall penetrate the heart without a wound ; 

While truth and love their purposes fulfil, 

Commemorating genius, talent, skill, 

That could not lie. concealed where Thou wert known; 

Thy virtues Se must judge, and He alone. 

The Grod upon whose mercy they are thrown. 

NoF. ISlBO. 
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XV. 

WRITTEN AFTER THE DEATH OF 
CHARLES LAMB. 

[Light will be thrown upon the tragic circumstance alluded to in 
this poem when, after the death of Charles Lamb's Sister, his 
biographer, Mr. Sergeant Talfourd, shall be at liberty to relate 
particulars which could not, at the time his Memoir was 
written, be given to the public. Mary Lamb was ten years 
older than her brother, and has Burvived him as long a time. 
Were I to give way to my own feelings, I should dwell not only 
on her genius and intellectual powers, but upon the delicacy 
and refinement of manner which she maintained inviolable 
under most trying circumstances. She was loved and honoured 
by all her brother's friends ; and others, some of them strange 
characters, whom his philanthropic peculiarities induced him 
to countenance. The death of C. Lamb himself was doubtless 
hastened by his sorrow for that of Coleridge, to whom he had 
been attached from the time of their being school-fellows at 
Christ's Hospital. Lamb was a good Latin scholar, and pro- 
bably would have gone to college upon one of the school 
foimdations but for the impediment in his speech. Had such 
been his lot, he would most likely have been preserved from the 
indulgences of social humoura and £Etncies which were often 
injurious to himself, and causes of severe regret to his friends, 
without really benefiting the object of his misapplied kindness.] 

To a good Man of most dear memory 
This Stone is sacred. Here he lies apart 
Prom the great city where he first drew breath, 
Was reared and taught ; and humbly earned his bread, 
To the strict labours of the merchant's desk 
By duty chained. Not seldom did those tasks 
Tease, and the thought of time so spent depress. 
His spirit, but the recompence was high ; 
Firm Independence, Bounty's rightful sire ; 
Affections, warm as sunshine, free as air ; 
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And when the precious hours of leisure came, 

Knowledge and wisdom, gained from converse sweet 

With books, or while he ranged the crowded streets 

With a keen eye, and overflo¥ring heart : 

So genius triumphed over seeming wrong, 

And poiu'cd out truth in works by thoughtful love 

Inspired — works potent over smiles and tears. 

And as round mountain-tops the lightning plays, 

Thus innocently sported, breaking forth 

As from a cloud of some grave sympathy, 

Humour and wild instinctive wit, and ^ 

The vivid flashes of his spoken words. 

Prom the most gentle creature nursed in fields 

Hiid been derived the name he bore — a name. 

Wherever Christian altars have been raised, 

Hallowed to meekness and to innocence ; 

And if in him meekness at times gave way. 

Provoked out of herself by troubles strange, 

Many and strange, that hung about his life ; 

Still, at the centre of his being, lodged 

A soul by resignation sanctified : 

And if too often, self-reproached, he felt 

That innocence belongs not to our kind, 

A power that never ceased to abide in him. 

Charity, 'mid the multitude of sins 

That she can cover, left not his exposed 

To an unforgiving judgment from just Heaven. 

O, he was good, if e'er a good Man lived ! 

• • • • • 

From a reflecting mind and sorrowing heart 
Those simple lines flowed with an earnest wish, 
Though but a doubting hope, that they might serve 
Fitly to guard the precious dust of him 
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Whose virtues called them forth. That aim is missed; 

For much that truth most urgently required 

Had from a faltering pen been asked in vain : 

Yet, haply, on the printed page received, 

The imperfect record, there, may stand unblamed 

As long as verse of mine shall breathe the air 

Of memory, or see the light of love. 

Thou wert a scomer of the fields, my Friend, 
But more in show than truth ; and from the fields, 
And from the mountains, to thy rural grave 
Transported, my soothed spirit hovers o'er 
Its green untrodden turf, and blowing flowers ; 
And taking up a voice shall speak (tho' still 
Awed by the theme's peculiar sanctity 
Which words less free presumed not even to touch) 
Of that fraternal love, whose heaven-lit lamp 
From infancy, through manhood, to the last 
Of threescore years, and to thy latest hour, 
Burnt on with ever-strengthening light, enshrined 
Within thy bosom. 

* Wonderful* hath been 
The love established between man and man, 
* Passing the love of women ;' and between 
Man and his help-mate in fast wedlock joined 
Through God, is raised a spirit and soul of love 
Without whose blissful influence Paradise 
Had been no Paradise ; and earth were now . 
A waste where creatures bearing human form. 
Direst of savage beasts, would roam in fear. 
Joyless and comfortless. Our days glide on ; 
And let him grieve who cannot choose but grieve 
That he hath been an Elm without his Vine, 
And her bright dower of clustering cl arities, 
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That, round his trunk and branches, might have clung 
Enriching and adorning. Unto thee, 
Not so enriched, not so adorned, to thee 
Was given (say rather, thou of later birth 
Wert given to her) a Sister — 'tis a word 
Timidly uttered, for she lives, the meek, 
The self-restraining, and the ever-kind ; 
In whom thy reason and intelligent heart 
Found — for all interests, hopes, and tender cares. 
All softening, humanising, hallowing powers. 
Whether withheld, or for her sake unsought — 
More than sufficient recompence ! 

Her love 
(What weakness prompts the voice to tell it here ?) 
Was as the love of mothers ; and when years. 
Lifting the boy to man's estate, had called 
The long-protected to assume the part 
Of a protector, the first filial tie 
Was undissolved ; and, in or out of sight, 
Bemained imperishably interwoven 
With life itself. Thus, 'mid a shifting world, 
Did they together testify of time 
And season's difference — a double tree 
With two collateral stems sprung from one root ; 
Such were they — such thro' life they mi^ht have been 
In union, in partition only such ; 
Otherwise wrought the will of the Most High ; 
Tet, thro' all visitations and all trials, 
Still they were faithful ; Hke two vessels launched 
From the same beach one ocean to explore 
With mutual help, and sailing — to their league 
True, as inexorable winds, or bars 
Floating or fixed of polar ice, allow. 
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But turn we rather, let my spirit turn 
With thine, O silent and invisible Friend ! 
To those dear intervals, nor rare nor brief, 
"When reunited, and by choice withdrawn 
From miscellaneous converse, ye were taught 
That the remembrance of foregone distress, 
And the worse fear of future ill (which oft 
Doth hang around it, as a sickly child 
Upon its mother) may be both alike 
Disarmed of power to unsettle present good 
So prized, and things inward and outward held 
In such an even 'balance, that the heart 
Acknowledges God's grace, his mercy feels. 
And in its depth of gratitude is still. 

O gifb divine of quiet sequestration ! 
The hermit, exercised in prayer and praise. 
And feeding daily on the hope of heaven. 
Is happy in his vow, and fondly cleaves 
To life-long singleness ; but happier far 
Was to your souls, and, to the thoughts of otherS| 
A thousand times more beautiful appeared, 
Your dual loneliness. The sacred tie 
Is broken ; yet why grieve ? for Time but holds 
TTiw moiety in trust, till Joy shall lead 
To the blest world where parting is unknown. 

ISZS. 



VOL. V. 



03 sfhafhs and blbqiac pibcb& 



XVI. 



EXTEMPOBE EFFUSION UPON THE DEATH OP 

JAMES HOGG. 

[Tebsb verses were written extempore, immediately after reading a 
notice of tbe Ettriok Shepherd's death, in the Newcastle paper, 
to the Editor of which I sent a copy for publication. The 
persons lamented in these verses were all either of my friends or 
acquaintance. In Lookhart*s life of Sir Walter Scott, an 
account is given of my first meeting with him in 1808. How 
the Ettrick Shepherd and I became known to each other 
has already been mentioned in these notes. He was un- 
doubtedly a man of original genius, but of coarse manners and 
low and offensive opinions. Of Coleridge and Lamb I need 
not speak here. Grabbe I have met in London at Mr. Rogers's, 
but more frequently and favourably at Mr. Hoare*s upon 
Hampstead Heath. Every spring he used to pay that fiunily 
a visit of some length, and was upon terms of intimate friend- 
ship with Mrs. Hoare, and still more with her daughter-in-law, 
who has a large collection of his letters addressed to herself. 
After the PoeVs decease, application was made to her to give 
up these letters to his biographer, that they, or at least part of 
them, might be given to &e public. She hesitated to comply^ 
and asked my opinion on the subject. ''By no means," was 
my answer, grounded not upon any objection there might be to 
publishing a selection from these letters, but from an aversion 
I have always felt to meet idle ouriosi^ by calling back the 
recently departed to become the object of trivial and &miliar 
gossip. Crabbe obviously for the most part preferred the 
company of women to that of men, for this among other 
reasons, that he did not like to be put upon the stretch in 
general conversation : accordingly in miscellaneous society hie 
talk was so much below what might have been expected from 
a man so deservedly celebrated, that to me it seemed trifling. 
It must upon other occasions have been of a different character, 
as I found in our rambles together on Hampstead Heath, and 
not 80 much from a readiness to communicate his knowledge of 
life and manners as of natural history in all its branches. His 
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mind was inquisitiye, and he seems to hxve taken refage 
frran the remembrance of the difitresses he had gone through, 
in these studies and the employments to which they led. 
Moreoyer, sach contemplations might tend profitably to coimter- 
balanoe ike painfol tmths which he had collected from his 
intercourse with mankind. Had I been more intimate with 
him, I should have ventured to touch upon his office as » 
minister of the GKispel, and how far his heart and soul were in 
it so as to make him a aealous and diligent labourer : in 
poetry, though he wrote much as we all know, he assuredly 
was not so. I happened once to speak of pains as necessary to 
produce merit of a certain kind which I highly valued : his 
observation was — "It is not worth while.*' You are quite 
rights thought I, if the labour encroaches upon the time due to 
teach truth as a steward of the mysteries of Qod : if there be 
cause to fear thUott, write less : but^ if poetry is to be produced 
at all, make what you do produce as good as you can. 
Mr. Rogers once told me that he expressed his regret to 
Grabbe that he wrote in his later works so much less correctly 
than in his earlier. ''Yes,*' replied he^ '*but then I had a 
reputation to make ; now I can afford to relax." Whether it 
was from a modest estimate of his own qualifications, or from 
causes less creditable, his motives for writing verse and his 
hopes and aims were not so high as is to be desired. After 
bemg silent for more than twenty years, he again applied 
himself to poetry, upon the spur of applause he received from 
the periodioEtl publications of the day, as he himself tells us in 
one of his prefiEkces. Is it not to be lamented that a man who 
was so conversant with permanent truth, and whose writings 
are so valuable an acquisition to our country's literature^ 
should have required an impulse from such a quarter f — 
Mrs. Hemans was unfortunate as a poetess in being obliged by 
circumstances to write for money, and that so frequently and 
so much, that she was compelled to look out for subjects 
wherever she could find them, and to write as expeditiously as 
possible. As a woman, she was to a considerable degree a 
spoilt child of the world. She had been early in life dis- 
tinguished for talent, and poems of hers were published while 
she was a girl. She had also been handsome in her youth, but 
her education had been most unfortunate. She was totally 
ignorant of housewifery, and could as easily have managed the 
spear of Minerva as her needle. It was ftom observing these 
deficiencies, that, one day while she was under my roof, I 
pwrpotel/y direoted her attention to household economy, and 
told her I had purchased 8cale» which I intended to present 
to a young lady as a wedding present ; pointed out their utility 

H 2 
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(for her especial benefit) and said that no manage ought to he 
vithont them. Mnu Hemans^ not in the least suspecting my 
dzifti reported this saying, in a letter to a friend at the time, 
as a proof of my simplicity. Being disposed to make large 
idlowanoes for the faults of her education and the circumstances 
in which she was placed, I felt most kindly disposed towards 
her, and took her part upon all occasions, and I was not a little 
affected by learning that after she withdrew to Ireland, a long 
and seYere sickness raised her spirit as it depressed her body. 
This I heard from her most intimate friends, and there is 
striking evidence of it in a poem written and published not 
long b^ore her deatL These notices of Mrs. Hemans would 
be very unsatis&ctory to her intimate friends, as indeed they 
are to myself not so much for what is said, but what for 
brevity's sake is left unsaid. Let it suffice to add, there was 
much sympathy between us, and, if opportunity had been 
allowed me to see more of her, I should have loved and valued 
her accordingly ; as it is, I remember her with true affection 
for her amiable qualities, and, above all, for her delicate and 
irreproachable conduct during her long separation frx)m an 
unfeeling husband, whom she had been led to marry from the 
romantic notions of inexperienced youth. Upon this husband 
I never heard her cast the least reproach, nor did I ever hear 
her even name him, though she did not wholly forbear to 
touch upon her domestic position; but never so as that any 
foult could be found with her manner of adverting to it.] 

Whek first, descending from the moorlands, 
I saw the Stream of Yarrow glide 
Along a bare and open yallej, 
The Ettrick Shepherd was mj guide. 

When last along its banks I wandered, 
Through groves that had begun to shed 
Their golden leaves upon the pathways, 
My steps the Border-minstrel led. 

The mighty Minstrel breathes no longer. 
Mid mouldering ruins low he lies ; 
And death upon the braes of Yarrow, 
Has closed the Shepherd-poet's eyes : 
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Nor has the rolling year twice measured, 
Erom sign to sign, its stedfkst course, 
Since every mortal power of Coleridge 
Was frozen at its marvellous source ; 

The rapt One, of the godlike forehead, 
GMie heaven-eyed creature sleeps in earth : 
And Lamb, the frolic and the gentle. 
Has vanished from his lonely hearth. 

Like clouds that rake the mountain-summits, 
Or waves that own no curbing hand, 
How fast has brother followed brother, 
Erom sunshine to the sunless land ! 

Yet I, whose lids from infant slumber 
Were earlier raised, remain to hear 
A timid voice, that asks in whispers, 
" Who next will drop and disappear ?" 

Our haughty life is crowned with darkness, 
Like London with its own black wreath. 
On which with thee, O Crabbe ! forth-looking, 
I gazed from Hampstead's breezy heath. 

As if but yesterday departed. 
Thou too art gone before ; but why, 
O'er ripe fruit, seasonably gathered, 
Should frail survivors heave a sigh ? 

Mourn rather forthat holy Spirit, 
Sweet as the spring, as ocean deep ; 
Por Her who, ere her summer faded. 
Has sunk into a breathless sleep. 
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No more of old romantic sorrows, 

Por slaughtered Youth or love-lorn Maid ! 

With sharper grief is Yarrow smitten, 

And Ettrick mourns with her their Poet dead *. 

Nov. 1835. 
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Ye Tales and hills whose beauty hither drew 
The poet's steps, and fixed him here, on you. 
His eyes have closed ! And ye, loved books, no more 
Shall Southey feed upon your precious lore, 
To works that ne'er shall forfeit their renown, 
Adding immortal labours of his own-^ 
Whether he traced historic truth, with zeal 
Por the State's guidance, or the Church's weal, 
Or Pancy, disciplined by studious art. 
Informed his pen, or wisdom of the heart. 
Or judgments sanctioned in the Patriot's mind 
By reverence for the rights of all mankind. 
Wide were his aims, yet in no human breast 
Could private feelings meet for holier rest. 
His joys, his griefs, have vanished like a cloud 
Prom Skiddaw's top ; but he to heaven was vowed 
Through his industrious life, and Christian faith 
Calmed in his soul the fear of change and death. 

•Bee Note. 
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ODE. 

INTDCATIONS OF IMMORTALITT FROM RKOOLLBCTIONS 

OF EABLT CHILDHOOD. 



[Thz8 iras oompofled duHng my residenoe at Townend, Gfrasmere. 
Two yean at least passed between the writing of the fonr first 
stanzas and the. remaining part. To the attentive and com- 
petent reader the whole sufficiently explains itself; bnt there 
may be no harm in adrerting here to particular feelings or 
experiences of my own mind on which the structure of the 
poem partly rests. Nothing was more difficult for me in 
childhood than to admit the notion of death as a fttate appli- 
cable to my own being, I have said elsewhere — 

<* A simple ohUd, 
That liflrhtly draws its breath. 
And feels its life in every limb» 
What should it know of death ! "^ 

But it was not so much from feelings of animal yiyacity that 
my difficulty came as from a sense of the indomitableness of 
the Spirit within me. I used to brood over the stories of 
Enoch and Elijah, and almost to persoade myself that^ whatever 
might become of others, I should be translated, in something of 
the same way, to heaven. With a feeling congenial to this, I 
was often unable to think of external things as having external 
existence, and I communed with all that I saw as something 
not apart from, bat inherent in, my own immaterial nature. 
Many times while going to school have I grasped at a wall or 
tree to recall myself from this abyss of idealism to the reality. 
At that time I was afraid of sudh processes. In later periods 
of life I have deplored, as we have all reason to do, a subjuga- 
tion of an opposite character, and have rejoiced over the 
remembraneea, as is expressed in the lines — 

' ' Obstinate questionings 
Of sense and outward thinga, 
Fallings from us, vanishings ; " Ao, 

To that dream-like vividness and splendour which invest 
objects of sight in childhood, everyone, I believe^ if he would 
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look iMik, oonld bear testimony, and I need not dvell npon it 
here : but having in the poem re;garded it as presumptive 
evidence of a prior state of existence, I think it right to protest 
against a conclusion, which has given pain to some good and 
pious persons, that I meant to inculcate such a belief. It is 
far too shadowy a notion to be recommended to faith, as more 
than an element in our instincts of immortality. But let us 
bear in mind that, though the idea is not advanced in revela- 
tion, there is nothing there to contradict it, and the fall of Man 
presents an analogy in its &vour. Accordingly, a pre-ezistent 
state has entered into the popular creeds of many nations ; and, 
among all persons acquainted with classic literature, is known 
as an ingredient in Platonic philosophy. Archimedes said that 
he could move the world if he had a point whereon to rest his 
machine. Who has not felt the same aspirations as regards 
the world of his own mind ? Having to wield some of its 
elements when I was impelled to write this i)oem on the 
« Immortality of the Soul," I took hold of the notion of pre- 
ezistenoe as having sufficient foundation in humanity for 
authorising me to make for my purpose the best use of it I 
could as a poet.] 

The Child is Father of the Man ; 
And I could wish my days to be 
Bound each to each by natural piety. 

See voL L p. 160. 



I. 

These was a time when meadow, grove, and stream, 
The earth, and every common sight. 

To me did seem 
Apparelled in celestial light. 
The glory and the freshness of a dream. 
It is not now as it hath been of yore ; — 
Turn wheresoe'er I may. 
By night or day, 
The things which I have seen I now can see no more. 

n. 
The Eainbow comes and goes, 
And lovely is the Bose, 
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The Moon doth with delight 
Look round her when the heavens are bare. 
Waters on a starry night 
Are beautiful and fair ; 
The sunshine is a glorious birth ; 
But yet I know, where'er I go, 
That there hath past away a glory from the earth. 

m. 
Now, while the birds thus sing a joyous song, 
And while the young lambs bound 
As to the tabor's sound. 
To me alone there came a thought of grief : 
A timely utterance gave that thought relief, 

And I again am strong : 
The cataracts blow their trumpets from the steep ; 
No more shall grief of mine the season wrong ; 
I hear the Echoes through the mountains throng. 
The Winds come to me from the fields of sleep, 
And all the earth is gay ; 
Land and sea 
Give themselves up to jollity, 

And with the heart of May 
Doth every Beast keep holiday ; — 
Thou Child of Joy, 
Shout round me, let me hear thy shoutS; thou happy 

Shepherd-boy ! 

XT. 

Ye blessed Creatures, I have heard the call 

Ye to each other make ; I see 
The heavens laugh with you in your jubilee ; 

My heart is at your festivali 



Mf head batb its coron^ 
Hie fulneea of your blias, I feel — I feel it all. 

Oh evil day ! if I were Bullea 

"While Earth herself ia adorning, 
This sweet May-monung, 

And the ChildreB ai« culling 
On every ride, 

In a thousand vaUeya far and wide, 

Fresh flowers ; while the sun shines warm, 
And the Babe leaps up on his Mother's arm : — 

I hear, I hear, with joy I hear ! 

— But there's a Tree, of many, one, 
A single Field which I have looked upon. 
Both of them apeak of something that ia gone : 

The Pansy at my feet 

Doth the same tale repeat : 
Whither is fled the visionaiy gleam f 
Where is it now, the glory uid the dream 9 



Our birth ia but s sleep and a forgetting : 
The Soul Ihat rises with us, our life'a Star, 

Hath bad eleewhere ita aetting, 
And Cometh from afar : 

Not in entire forgetfulnesa. 

And not in utter nakedness, 
But trailing clouds of glory do we come 

!From Grod, who ia our home ; 
Hoaven lies about us in our infancy ! 
Shades of the priaon-houae begin to close 

Upon the growing Boy, 
But He bebulds the light, and whence it flows. 

He sees it in his joy ; 
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The Youtli, who daily farther from the east 
Must travel, still is Nature's Priest, 
And by the yision splendid 
Is on his way attended ; 

At length the Man perceives it die away. 

And fade into the light of common day. 

VI. 

Earth fills her lap with pleasures of her own ; 

Yearnings she hath in her own natural kind, 

And, even with something of a Mother's mind, 
And no unworthy aim, 
The homely Nurse doth all she can 

To make her Foster-child, her Inmate Man, 
Forget the glories he hath known, 

And that imperial palace whence he came. 

vn. 
Behold the Child among his new-bom blisses, 
A six years' Darling of a pigmy size ! 
See, where 'mid work of his own hand he lies, 
Fretted by sallies of his mother's kisses, 
"With light upon him from his father's eyes I 
See, at his feet, some little plan or chart. 
Some fragment from his dream of human life. 
Shaped by himself with newly-learned art ; 

A wedding or a festival, 

A mourning or a funeral ; 

And this hath now his heart, 

And unto this he frames his song : 
Then will he fit his tongue 
To dialogues of business, love, or strife ; 

But it will not be long 
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Ere tills be tlirown aside, 

And with new joy and pride 
The little Actor cons another part ; 
Pilling from time to time his ' humorous stage ' 
"With all the Persons, down to palsied Age, 
That Life brings with her in her equipage ; 

As if his whole vocation 

Were endless imitation. 

Thou, whose exterior semblance doth belie 

Thy Soul's immensity ; 
Thou best Philosopher, who yet dost keep 
Thy heritage, thou Eye among the blind, 
That, deaf and silent, read'st the eternal deep. 
Haunted for ever by the eternal mind, — 

Mighty Prophet ! Seer blest ! 

On whom those truths do rest, 
"Which we are toiling all our lives to find. 
In darkness lost, the darkness of the grave ; 
Thou, over whom thy Immortality 
Broods like the Day, a Master o'er a Slave, 
A Presence which is not to be put by ; 
Thou little Child, yet glorious in the might 
Of heaven-born freedom on thy being's height, 
"Why with such earnest pains dost thou provoke 
The years to bring the inevitable yoke. 
Thus blindly with thy blessedness at strife P 
Full soon thy Soul shall have her earthly freight, 
And custom lie upon thee with a weight, 
Heavy as frost, and deep almost as life ! 



ODE. XOd 

IZ. 

O joy ! that in our embers 
Is something that doth live, 
That nature yet remembers 
What was so fugitive I 
The thought of our past years in me doth breed 
Perpetual benediction : not indeed 
For that which is most worthy to be blest — 
Delight and liberty, the simple creed 
Of Childhood, whether busy or at rest, 
With new-fledged hope still fluttering in his breast ! — 
!N'ot for these I raise 
The song of thanks and praise ; 
But for those obstinate questionings 
Of sense and outward things, 
Fallings from us, vanishings ; 
Blank misgivings of a Creature 
Moving about in worlds not realised. 
High instincts before which our mortal Nature 
Did tremble like a guilty Thing surprised : 
But for those first affections, 
Those shadowy recollections, 
Which, be they what they may. 
Are yet the fountain light of all our day, 
Are yet a master light of all our seeing ; 

Uphold us, cherish, and have power to make 
Our noisy years seem moments in the being 
Of the eternal Silence : truths that wake. 

To perish never ; 
Which neither listlessness, nor mad endeavour, 

Nor Man nor Boy, 
Nor all that is at enmity with joy. 
Can utterly abolish or destroy ! 
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Hence in a season of calm weather 

Though inland far we be, 
Our Souls have sight of that immortal sea 

Which brought us hither, 

Can in a moment travel thither, 
And see the Children sport upon the shore. 
And hear the mighty waters rolling evermore, 

X. 

Then sing, ye Birds, sing, sing a joyous song ! 
And let the young Lambs bound 
As to the tabor's sound ! 

"We in thought will join your throng, 

Te that pipe and ye that play, 

Ye that through your hearts to-day 

Peel the gladness of the May ! 

What though the radiance which was once so bright 

Be now for ever taken from my sight. 

Though nothing can bring back the hour 

Of splendour in the grass, of glory in the flower ; 
We will grieve not, rather find 
Strength in what remains behind ; 
In the primal sympathy 
Which having been must ever be ; 
In the soothing thoughts that spring 
Out of human suffering; 
In the faith that looks through death. 

In years that bring the philosophic mind. 

XI. 

And O, ye Fountains, Meadows, Hills, and Groves, 
Porebode not any severing of our loves f 
Yet in my heart of hearts I feel your might ; 
I only have relinquished one delight 
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To live beneath your more habitual sway. 
I love the Brooks which down their channels firet, 
Even more than when I tripped lightly as they ; 
The innocent brightness of a new-bom Day 

Is lovely yet ; 
The Clouds that gather round the setting sun 
Do take a sober colouring from an eye 
That hath kept watch o*er man's mortality ; 
Another race hath been, and other palms are won. 
Thanks to the human heart by which we Hve, 
Thanks to its tenderness, its joys, and fears, 
To me the meanest flower that blows can give 
Thoughts that do often lie too deep for tears. 

1808-«. 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 

— • — 



Ter following Poem was commenced in the beginning of the 
year 1799, and completed in the gummer of 1805. 

The design and occasion of the work are described by the 
Author in his Preface to the Exoubsign, first published in 1814, 
where he thus speaks : — 

"Several yean ago, when tbe Author retired to his native znountainB 
with the hope of being enabled to construot a literaxy work that might 
live, it was a reasonable thing that he should take a review of his own 
mind, and examine how far Nature and Education had qualified him for, 
such an employment. 

"As subsidiary to this pFei>aration, he undertook to record, in verse, 
the origin and progress of his own powers, as far as he was acquainted 
with them. 

"That work, addressed to a dear Mend, most distinguished for his 
knowledge and genius, and to whom the Author's intellect is deeply 
indebted, has been long finished; and the result of the investigation 
which gave rise to it, was a determination to compose a philosophical 
Poem, containing views of Han, Nature, and Society, and to be entitled 
the 'Recluse;' as having for its principal subject the sensations and 
opinions of a poet living in retirement. 

"The preparatory poem is biographical, and conducts the history of the 
Author's mind to the point when he was emboldened to hope that his 
ikoulties were sufficiently matured for entering upon the arduous labour 
which he had proposed to himself; and the two works have the same kind 
of relation to each other, if he may so express himself, as the Ante-chape 

TOL, T, I 
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has to {he body of a Gothic church. Continuing this allusion, he may be 
permitted to add, that his minor pieces, which have been long before the 
public, when tbey shall be properly arranged, will be found by the atten- 
tive raider to have such connection with the main work as may give them 
daim to be likened to the little cells, oratories^ and sepulcliral recesses, 
ordinarily included in those edifices." 

Such was the Author's language in the year 1814. 

It will thence be seen, that the present Poem was intended to 
be introductory to the Reolusb, and that the Reolusb, if 
completed, would have consisted of Three Parts. Of these^ the 
Second Part alone, viz., the ExoDBSioy, was finished, and given 
to the world by the Author. 

The First Book of the First Part of the Recluse still remains 
in manuscript; but the Third Part was only planned. The 
materials of which it would have been formed have, however, 
been incorporated, for the most part, in the Author's other 
Publications, written subsequently to the Ezoursion. 

The Friend, to whom the present Poem is addressed, was the 
late Samuel Tatlob Colebidge, who was resident in Malta, for 
the restoration of his health, when the greater part of it was 
composed. 

Mr. Coleridge read a considerable portion of the Poem while 
he was abroad; and his feelings, on hearing it recited by the 
Author (after his return to his own country), are recorded in his 
Verses, addressed to Mr. Wordsworth, which will be found in 
the "Sibylline Leaves," p. 197, ed. 1817, or "Poetical Works, 
by S. T. Coleridge," voL i., p. 206.— En, 

Rtdal Mount, 

My IZiht 1850. 
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BOOK FIRST. 
— f— 

INTB0Du6tI0N.— CHILDHOOD AND SCHOOL-TIMB. 

THERE is blessing in this gentle breeze, 
A yisitant that while it fans my cheek 
Doth seem half-conscious of the joy it brings 
Prom the green fields, and from yon azure sky. 
Whate'er its mission, the sofb breeze can come 
To none more grateful than to me ; escaped 
Prom the vast city, where I long had pined 

A discontented sojourner : now free, 
Pree as a bird to settle where I will. 
What dwelling shall receiye me ? in what vale 
Shall be my harbour P underneath what grove 
Shall I take up my home ? and what clear stream 
Shall with its murmur lull me into rest ? 
The earth is all before me. With a heart 
Joyous, nor scared at its own liberty, 

1 look about ; and should the chosen guide 
Be nothing better than a wandering cloud, 
I cannot miss my way. I breathe again ! 
Trances of thought and mountings of the mind 
Come fast upon me : it is shaken off. 

That burthen of my own unnatural self, 

The heavy weight of many a weary day 

Not mine, and such as were not made for me. 

Long months of peace (if such bold word accord 

With any promises of human life), 

X 2 
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Long months of ease and undisturbed delight 
Are mine in prospect ; whither shall I turn, 
By road or pathway, or through trackless field. 
Up hill or down, or shall some floating thing 
Upon the river point me out my course P 

Dear Liberty ! Yet what would it avail 
But for a gift that consecrates the joy ? 
Por I, methought, while the sweet breath of heaven 
"Was blowing on my body, felt within 
A correspondent breese, that gently moved 
With quickening virtue, but is now become 
A tempest, a redundant energy, 
Vexing its own creation. Thanks to both. 
And their congenial powers, that, while they join 
In breaking up a long-continued frost. 
Bring with them vernal promises, the hope 
Of active days urged on by flying hours, — 
Days of sweet leisure, taxed with patient thought 
Abstruse, nor wanting punctual service high, 
Matins and vespers of harmonious verse ! 

Thus far, O Eriend ! did I, not used to make 
A present joy the matter of a song, 
Pour forth that day my soul in measured strains 
That would not be forgotten, and are here 
Becorded : to the open fields I told 
A prophecy : poetic i^umbers came 
Spontaneously to clothe in priestly robe 
A renovated spirit singled out, 
Such hope waj9 mine, for holy services. 
My own voice cheered me, and, for more, the mind's 
Internal echo of the imperfect sounds 
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To both I listened, drawing from them both 
A cheerful confidence in things to come* 

Content and not unwilling now to give 
A respite to this passion, I paced on 
With brisk and eager steps ; and came, at length, 
To a green shadj place, where down I sate 
Beneath a tree, slackening mj thoughts by choice^ 
And settling into gentler happiness. 
'Twas autumn, and a clear and placid day. 
With warmth, as much as needed, from a sun 
Two hours declined towards the west ; a day 
With silver clouds, and sunshine on the grass^ 
And in the sheltered and the sheltering grove 
A perfect stillness. Many were the thoughts 
Encouraged and dismissed, till choice was made 
Of a known Vale, whither my feet should tum^ 
Nor rest till they had reached the very door 
Of the one cottage which methought I saw. 
No picture of mere memory ever looked 
So fair ; and while upon the fancied scene 
I gazed with growing love, a higher power 
Than Fancy gave assurance of some work 
Of glory there forthwith to be begun. 
Perhaps too there performed. Thus long I mused^ 
Nor e'er lost sight of what I mused upon. 
Save when, amid the stately grove of oaks, 
Now here, now there, an acorn, from its cup 
Pislodged, through sere leaves rustled, or at once 
To the bare earth dropped with a startling sound* 
Prom that soft couch I rose not, till the sun 
Had almost touched the horizon ; casting then 
A backward glance upon the curling cloud 
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Of city smoke, bj distance raraJised ; 

Keen aa a Truant or a !E\igitiye, 

But as a Pilgrim resolute, I took, 

Even with the chance equipment of that hour, 

The road that pointed toward the chosen Yale. 

It was a splendid evening, and my soul 

Once more made trial of her strength, nor lacked 

JSolian visitations ; but the harp 

Was soon defrauded, and the banded host 

Of harmony dispersed in straggling sounds, 

And lastly utter silence ! " Be it so ; 

"Why think of anything but present good ? " 

So, like a home-bound labourer, I pursued 

My way beneath the mellowing sun, that shed 

Mild influence ; nor left in me one wish 

Again to bend the Sabbath of that time 

To a servile yoke. What need of many words ? 

A pleasant loitering journey, through three days 

Continued, brought me to my hermitage. 

I spare to tell of what ensued, the life 

In common things — ^the endless store of things, 

Bare, or at least so seeming, every day 

Pound all about me in one neighbourhood — 

The self-congratulation, and, from mom 

To night, unbroken cheerfulness serene. 

But speedily an earnest longing rose 

To brace myself to some determined aim. 

Beading or thinking ; either to lay up 

New stores, or rescue from decay the old 

By timely interference : and therewith 

Game hopes still higher, that with outward life 

I might endue some airy phantasies 

That had been floating loose about for years. 
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And to sucli beings temperately deal forth 
The many feelings that oppressed mj heart. 
That hope hath been discouraged ; welcome light 
Dawns from the east, but dawns to disappear 
And mock me with a sky that'ripens not 
Into a steady morning : if my mind, 
Remembering the bold promise of the past, 
"Would gladly grapple with some noble theme, 
Vain is her wish ; where'er she turns she finds 
Impediments from day to day renewed. 

And now it would content me to yield up 
Those lofty hopes awhile, for present gifts 
Of humbler industry. But, oh, dear Friend ! 
The Poet, gentle creature as he is. 
Hath, like the Lover, his unruly times ; 
His fits when he is neither sick nor well, 
Though no distress be near him but his own 
Unmanageable thoughts : his mind, best pleased 
While she as duteous as the mother dove 
Sits brooding, lives not always to that end, 
But like the innocent bird, hath goadings on 
That drive her as in trouble through the groves ; 
With me is now such passion, to be blamed 
No otherwise than as it lasts too long. 

When, as becomes a man who would prepare 
For such an arduous work, I through myself 
Make rigorous inquisition, the report 
Is often cheering ; for I neither seem 
To lack that first great gifb, the vital soul. 
Nor general Truths, which are themselves a sort 
Of Elements and Agents, TJnder-powers, 
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Subordinate helpers of the living mind : 

Nor am I naked of external things, 

Perms, images, nor numerous other aids 

Of less regard, though won perhaps with toil 

And needful to buHd up a Poet's praise. 

Time, pla<;e, aud manners do I seek, and these 

Are found in plenteous store, but nowhere such 

.As may be singled out with steady choice; 

'No little band of yet remembered names 

Whom I, in perfect confidence, might hope 

To summon back from lonesome banishment. 

And make them dwellers in the hearts of men 

Now living, or to live in future years. 

Sometimes the ambitious Power of choice, mistaking 

Proud spring-tide swellings for a regular sea, 

Will settle on some British theme, some old 

Bomantic tale by Milton left unsung ; 

More often turning to some gentle place 

Within the groves of Chivalry, I pipe 

To shepherd swains, or seated harp in hand^ 

Amid reposing knights by a river side 

Or fountain, listen to the grave reports 

Of dire enchantments faced and overcome 

By the strong mind, and tales of warlike feats, 

Where spear encountered spear, and sword with sword 

Pought, as if conscious of the blazonry 

That the shield bore, so glorious was the strife ; 

Whence inspiration for a* song that winds 

Through ever changing scenes of votive quest 

Wrongs to redress, harmonious tribute paid 

To patient courage and unblemished truth, 

To firm devotion, zeal unquenchable. 

And Christian meekness hallowing faithful loves. 
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Sometimes, more sternly moved, I would relate 

How yanquisbed Mithridates northward passed. 

And, hidden in the cloud of years, became 

Odin, the Father of a race by whom 

Perished the Boman Empire : how the friends 

And followers of Sertorius, out of Spain 

Plying, found shelter in the Portunate Isles, 

And left their usages, their arts and laws, 

To disappear by a slow gradual death. 

To dwindle and to perish one by one, 

Starved in those narrow bounds : but not the soul 

Of Liberty, which fifteen hundred years 

Survived, and, when the European came 

"With skill and power that might not be withstood, 

Did, like a pestilence, maintain its hold 

And wasted down by glorious death that race 

Of natural heroes : or I would record 

How, in tyrannic times, some high-souled man, 

Unnamed among the chronicles of kings. 

Suffered in silence for Truth's sake : or tell. 

How that one Prenchman,* through continued force 

Of meditation on the inhuman deeds 

Of those who conquered first the Indian Isles, 

Went single in his ministry across 

The Ocean ; not to comfort the oppressed, 

But, like a thirsty wind, to roam about 

"Withering the Oppressor : how G^ustavus sought 

Help at his need in Dalecarlia's mines : 

How Wallace fought for Scotland ; lefb the name 

Of Wallace to be found, like a wild flower, 

All over his dear Country ; lefb the deeds 

* Dominique de GoaiKues, a Trench gentleman who went in 1568 to 
Florida to ayenge the ma aaac r e of the French by the Spaniards there.— jBU* 
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Of Wallace, like a family of Ghosts, 
To people the steep rocks and river banks. 
Her natural sanctuaries, with a local soul 
Of independence and stem liberty. 
Sometimes it suits me better to invent 
A tale from my own heart, more near akin 
To my own passions and habitual thoughts ; 
Some variegated story, in the main 
Lofty, but the unsubstantial structure melts 
Before the very sun that brightens it. 
Mist into air dissolving ! Then a wish, 
My last and favourite aspiration, mounts 
With yearning toward some philosophic song 
Of Truth that cherishes our daily life ; 
With meditations passionate from deep 
Becesses in man's heart, immortal verse 
Thoughtfully fitted to the Orphean lyre ; 
But from this awful burthen I full soon 
Take refuge and beguile myself with trust 
That mellower years will bring a riper mind 
And clearer insight. Thus my days are past 
In contradiction; with no skill to part 
Vague longing, haply bred by want of power, 
Prom paramount impulse not to be withstood, 
A timorous capacity, from prudence, 
From circumspection, infinite delay. 
Humility and modest awe, themselves 
Betray me, serving often for a doak 
To a more subtle selfishness ; that now 
Locks every function up in blank reserve, 
Now dupes me, trusting to an anxious eye 
That with intrusive restlessness beats off 
Simplicity and self-presented truth. 
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All ! better far than this, to stray about 
Voluptuously through fields and rural walks, 
And ask no record of the hours, resigned 
To vacant musing, unreproved neglect 
Of all things, and deliberate holiday. 
Par better never to have heard the name 
Of zeal and just ambition, than to live 
Baffled and plagued by a mind that every hour 
Turns recreant to her task ; takes heart again, 
Then feels immediately some hollow thought 
Hang like an interdict upon her hopes. 
This is my lot ; for either still I find 
Some imperfection in the chosen theme, 
Or see of absolute accomplishment 
Much wanting, so much wantiag, in myself, 
That I recoil and droop, and seek repose 
In listlessness from vain perplexity, 
XJnprofitably travelling toward the grave. 
Like a false steward who hath much received 
And renders nothing back. 

"Was it for this 
That one, the fairest of all rivers, loved 
To blend his murmurs with my nurse's song, 
And, from his alder shades and rocky falls. 
And from his fords and shallows, sent a voice 
That flowed along my dreams P Eor this, didst thoU| 
O Derwent ! winding among grassy holms 
Where I was looking on, a babe in arms. 
Make ceaseless music that composed my thoughts 
To more than infant softness, giving me 
Amid the fretful dwellings of mankind 
A foretaste, a dim earnest, of the calm 
That Nature breathes among the hills and groves. 
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When he had left the mountains and received 
On his smooth breast the shadow of those towers 
That yet surviye, a shattered monument 
Of feudal sway, the bright blue riyer passed 
Along the margin of our terrace walk ; 
A tempting playmate whom we dearly loved. 
Oh, many a time have I, a five years' child. 
In a small mill-race severed from his stream, 
Made one long bathing of a summer's day ; 
Basked in the sun, and plunged and basked again 
Alternate, all a summer's day, or scoured 
The sandy fields, leaping through flowery groves 
Of yellow ragwort ; or, when rock and hill, 
The woods, and distant Skiddaw's lofty height, 
Were bronzed with deepest radiance, stood alone 
Beneath the sky, as if I had been bom 
On Indian plains, and from my mother's hut 
Had run abroad in wantonness, to sport 
A naked savage, in the thunder shower. 

Pair seed-time had my soul, and I grew up 
Postered alike by beauty and by fear : 
Much favoured in my birth-place, and no less 
In that beloved Yale to which erelong 
We were transplanted ; — ^there were we let loose 
Per sports of wider range. Ere I had told 
Ten birth-days, when among the mountain slopes 
Prost, and the breath of frosty wind, had snapped 
The last autumnal crocus, 'twas my joy 
With store of springes o'er my shoulder hung 
To range the open heights where woodcocks ran 
Along the smooth green turf. Through half the night, 
S ;udding away from snare to snare, I plied 
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That anxious visitation ; — moon and stars 
"Were shining o'er my head. I was alone, 
And seemed to be a trouble to the peace 
That dwelt among them. Sometimes it befel 
In these night wanderings, that a strong desire 
O'erpowered my better reason, and the bird 
Which was the captive of another's toil 
Became my prey \ and when the deed was done 
I heard among the solitary hills 
Low breathings coming after me. and .ound. 
Of undistinguishable motion, steps 
Almost as silent as the turf they trod. 

Nor less, when spring had warmed the cultured Vale, 
Moved we as plunderers where the mother-bird 
Had in high places built her lodge ; though mean 
Our object and inglorious, yet the end 
Was not ignoble. Oh ! when I have hung 
Above the raven's nest, by knots of grass 
And half-inch fissures in the slippery rock 
But ill sustained, and almost (so it seemed) 
Suspended by the blast that blew amain, 
Shouldering the naked crag, oh, at that time 
Wliile on the perilous ridge I hung alone, 
With what strange utterance did the loud dry wind 
Blow through my ear ! the sky seemed not a sky 
Of earth — and with what motion moved the clouds ! 

Dust a^ we are, the immortal spirit grows 
Like harmony in music ; there is a dark 
Inscrutable workmanship that reconciles 
Discordant elements, makes them ding together 
In one society. How strange, that all 
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The terrors, pains, and early miseries, 

Begrets, yezations, lassitudes interfused 

Within mj mind, should e'er haye borne a part. 

And that a needful part, in making up 

The calm existence that is mine when I 

Am worthy of myself ! Praise to the end ! 

Thanks to the means which Nature deigned to employ; 

Whether her fearless visitings, or those 

That came with soft alarm, like hurtless light 

Opening the peaceful clouds ; or she would use 

Severer interventions, ministry 

More palpable, as best might suit her aim. 

One summer evening (led by her) I found 
A little boat tied to a willow tree 
Within a rocky cave, its usual home. 
Straight I iinloosed her chain, and stepping in 
Pushed from the shore. It was an act of stealth 
And troubled pleasure, nor without the voice 
Of mountain-echoes did my boat move on ; 
Leaving behind her still, on either side. 
Small circles glittering idly in the moon. 
Until they melted all into one track 
Of sparkling light. But now, like one who rows, 
Proud of his skill, to reach a chosen point 
With an unswerving line, I fixed my view 
Upon the summit of a craggy ridge. 
The horizon's utmost boundary ; far above 
Was nothing but the stars and the grey sky. 
She was an elfin pinnace ; lustily 
I dipped my oars into the siLent lake, 
And, as I rose upon the stroke, my boat 
Went heaving through the water like a swan ; 
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When, from beHind that craggy steep till then 
The horizon's bound, a huge peak, black and huge. 
As if with voluntary power instinct, 
TJpreared its head. I struck and struck again. 
And growing still in stature the grim shape 
Towered up between me and the stars, and stilly 
For so it seemed, with purpose of its own 
And measured motion like a living thing. 
Strode after me. With trembling oars I turned, 
And through the silent water stole my way 
Back to the covert of the willow tree ; 
There in her mooring-place I left my bark, — 
And through the meadows homeward went, in grave 
And serious mood ; but after I had seen 
That spectacle, for many days, my brain 
Worked with a dim and undetermiaed sense 
Of unknown modes of being ; o'er my thoughts 
There hung a darkness, call it solitude 
Or blank desertion. No familiar shapes 
Bemained, no pleasant images of trees. 
Of sea or sky, no colours of green fields ; 
But huge and mighty forms, that do not live 
Like living men, moved slowly through the mind 
By day, and were a trouble to my dreams. 

* 

* Wisdom and Spirit of the universe ! 
Thou Soul that art the eternity of thought, 
That givest to forms and images a breath 
And everlasting motion, not in vain 
By day or star-light thus from my first dawn 
Of childhood didst thou intertwine for me 

* Theae lines have been printed before. Bee toL i. p. 200.— A2. 
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The paflsioiLsi that build up our human soul ; 
"Not with the mean and vulgar works of man. 
But with high objects, with enduring things — 
With life and nature — ^purifjing thus 
The elements of feeling and of thought, 
And sanctifying, by such discipline, 
Both pain and fear, until we recognise 
A grandeur in the beatings of the heart. 
"Not was this fellowship vouchsafed to me 
With stinted kindness. In November days, 
When vapours rolling down the valley made 
A lonely scene more lonesome, among woods, 
At noon and 'mid the calm of summer nights, 
When, by the margin of the trembling lake, 
Beneath the gloomy hills homeward I went 
In solitude, such intercourse was mine ; 
Mine was it in the fields both day and night. 
And by the waters, all the summer long. 

And in the frosty season, when the sun 
Was set, and visible for many & mile 
The cottage windows blazed through twilight gloom, 
I heeded not their summons : happy time 
It was indeed for all of us — ^for me 
It was a time of rapture ! Clear and loud 
The village clock tolled six, — ^I wheeled about. 
Proud and exulting like an untired horse 
That cares not for his home. All shod with steel, 
We hissed along the polished ice in games 
Confederate, imitative of the chase 
And woodland pleasures, — ^the resounding horn, 
The pack loud chiming, and the hunted hare. 
So through the darkness and the cold we flew, 



CHILDHOOD AND SCHOOL-TIME. 129 

And not a yoice was idle; with the din 

Smitten, the precipices rang aloud ; 

The leafless trees and every icy crag 

Tinkled like iron ; while far distant hills 

Into the tumult sent an alien sound 

Of melancholy not unnoticed, while the stars 

Eastward were sparkling clear, and in the west 

The orange sky of evening died away. 

Not seldom from the uproar I retired 

Into a silent hay, or sportively 

Glanced sideway, leaving the tumultuous throng. 

To cut across the reflex of a star 

That fled, and, flying still hefore me, gleamed 

Upon the glassy plain ; and ofbentimes. 

When we had given our hodies to the wind, 

And all the shadowy hanks on either side 

Came sweeping through the darkness, spinning still 

The rapid line of motion, then at once 

Have I, rediniDg hack upon my heels. 

Stopped short ; yet still the solitary cliffii 

Wheeled hy me — even as if the earth had rolled 

With visihle motion her diurnal round ! 

Behind me did they stretch in solemn train, 

Feehler and feehler, and I stood and watched 

Till all was tranquil as a dreamless sleep. 

Ye Presences of Nature in the sky 
And on the earth ! Ye Visions of the hills ! 
And Souls of lonely places ! can I think 
A vulgar hope was yours when ye employed 
Such ministry, when ye, through many a year 
Haunting me thus among my hoyish sports. 
On caves and trees, upon the woods and hills, 

VOL. V, K 
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Impressed, upon all forms, the characters 
Of danger or desire ; and thus did make 
The sur&oe of the uniyersal earth, 
With triumph and delight, with hope and fear, 
Work like a sea P 

Not uselesslj employed, 
Might I pursue this theme through every change 
Of exercise and play, to which the year 
Did summon us in his delightful round. 

We were a noisy crew ; the sun in heaven 
Beheld not vales more beautiful than ours ; 
'Not saw a band in happiness and joy 
Iticher, or worthier of the ground they trod. 
I could record with no reluctant voice 
The woods of autumn, and their hazel bowers 
With milk-white clusters hung ; the rod and line^ 
True symbol of hope's foolishness, whose strong 
And unreproved enchantment led us on 
By rocks and pools shut out from every star, 
All the green summer, to forlorn cascades 
Among the windings hid of mountain brooks. 
— ^Unfading recollections ! at 'this hour 
The heart is almost mine with which I felt, 
!From some hill-top on sunny afikemoons. 
The paper kite high among fleecy clouds 
Full at her rein like an impetuous courser ; 
Or, from the meadows sent on gusty days. 
Beheld her breast the wind, then suddenly 
Dashed headlong, and rejected by the storm. 

Te lowly cottages wherein we dwelt, 
A ministration of your own was yours ; 
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Can I forget you, being as you were 
So beautiful among tbe pleasant fields 
In which ye stood ? or can I here forget 
The plain and seemly countenance with which 
Te dealt out your plain comforts ? Yet had ye 
Delights and exultations of your own. 
Eager and never weary we pursued 
Our home-amusements by the warm peat-fire 
At evening, when with pencil, and smooth slate 
In square divisions parcelled out and all 
"With crosses and with cyphers scribbled o'er, 
We schemed and puzzled, head opposed to head 
In strife too humble to be named in verse : 
Or round the naked table, snowi-white deal, 
Cherry or maple, sate in close array. 
And to the combat. Loo or Whist, led on 
A thick-ribbed army ; not, as in the world, 
Neglected and ungratefully thrown by 
Even for the very service they had wrought, 
But husbanded through many a long campaign. 
Uncouth assemblage was it, where no few 
Had changed their functions ; some, plebeian cards 
Which Eate, beyond the promise of their birth. 
Had dignified, and called to represent 
The persons of departed potentates. 
Oh, with what echoes on the board they fell! 
Ironic diamonds, — clubs, hearts, diamonds, spades, 
A congregation piteously akin ! 
Cheap matter offered they to boyish wit. 
Those sooty knaves, precipitated down 
With scoffs and taunts, like Vulcan out of heaven : 
The paramount ace, a moon in her eclipse, 
QueenB gleaming through their splendour's last decay, 

k2 
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And monarchs surly at the wrongs sustained 
Bj royal visages. Meanwliile abroad 
Incessant rain was falling, or the &ost 
Eaged bitterly, with keen and silent tooth ; 
And, interrupting oft that eager game, 
From under Esthwaite's splitting fields of ice 
The pent-up air, struggling to free itself, 
Ghiye out to meadow grounds and hills a loud 
Protracted yelling, like the noise of wolves 
Howling in troops along the Bothnic Main, 

Nor, sedulous as I have been to trace 
How Nature by extrinsic passion first 
Peopled the mind with forms sublime or fair, 
And made me love them, may I here omit 
How other pleasures have been mine, and joys 
Of subtler origin ; how I have felt, 
Not seldom even in that tempestuous time, 
Those hallowed and pure motions of the sense 
Which seem, in their simplicity, to own 
An intellectual charm ; that calm delight 
Which, if I err not, surely must belong 
To those first-bom affinities that fit 
Our new existence to existing things, 
And, in our dawn of being, constitute 
The bond of union between life and joy. 

Yes, I remember when the changeful earth, 
And twice five summers on my mind had stamped 
The faces of the moving year, even then 
I held unconscious intercourse with beauty 
Old as creation, drinking in a pure 
Organic pleasiire from the silver wreaths 
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Of curling mist, or from the level plain 
Of waters coloured by impending clouds* 

The sands of Westmoreland, the creeks and bays 
Of Cumbria's rockj limits, thej can tell 
How, when the Sea threw off his evening shade. 
And to the shepherd's hut on distant hills 
Sent welcome notice of the rising moon, 
How I have stood, to fancies such as these 
A stranger, linking with the spectacle 
No conscious memory of a kindred sight, 
And bringing with me no peculiar sense 
Of quietness or peace ; yet have I stood. 
Even while mine eye hath moved o'er many a league 
Of shining water, gathering as it seemed, 
Through every hair-breadth in that field of light, 
New pleasure like a bee among the flowers. 

Thus oft amid those fits of vulgar joy 
Which, through all seasons, on a child's pursuits 
Are prompt attendants, 'mid that giddy bliss 
Which, like a tempest, works along the blood 
And is forgotten ; even then I felt 
Oleams like the flashing of a shield ; — ^the earth 
And common face of Nature spake to me 
!Etememberable things ; sometimes, 'tis true, 
By chance collisions and quaint accidents 
(Like those ill-sorted imions, work supposed 
Of evil-minded fairies), yet not vain 
Nor profitless, if haply they impressed 
Collateral objects and appearances. 
Albeit lifeless then, and doomed to sleep 
Until maturer seasons called them forth 
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To impregnate and to eleyate the mind. 

— ^And if the vulgar joy hy its own weight 

"Wearied itself out of the memory, 

The scenes which were a witness of that joy 

Remained in their substantial lineaments 

Depicted on the brain, and to the eye 

Were visible, a daily sight ; and thus 

By the impressive discipline of fear, 

By pleasure and repeated happiness. 

So frequently repeated, and by force 

Of obscure feelings representative 

Of things forgotten, these same scenes so bright, 

So beautiful, so majestic in themselves. 

Though yet the day was distant, did become 

Habitually dear, and all their forms 

And changeful colours by invisible links 

Were fastened to the affections. 

I began 
My story early — not misled, I trust. 
By an infirmity of love for days 
Disowned by memory — ere the breath of spring 
Planting my snowdrops among winter snows : 
Nor will it seem to thee, Priend ! so prompt 
In sjrmpathy, that I have lengthened out 
With fond and feeble tongue a tedious tale. 
Meanwhile, my hope has been, that I might fetch 
Invigorating thoughts from former years ; 
Might fix the wavering balance of my mind, 
And haply meet reproaches too, whose power 
May spur me on, in manhood now mature 
To honourable toil. Yet should these hopes 
Prove vain, and thus should neither I be taught 
To understand myself, nor thou to know 
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"With better knowledge how the heart was framed 

Of him thou lovest ; need I dread from thee 

Harsh judgments, if the song be loth to quit 

Those recollected hours that have the charm 

Of visionary things, those lovely forms 

And sweet sensations that throw back our life, 

And almost make remotest infancy 

A visible scene, on which the sun is shining p 

One end at least hath been attained ; my mind 
Hath been revived, and if this genial mood 
Desert me not, forthwith shall be brought down 
Through later years the story of my life. 
The road lies plain before me ; — 'tis a theme 
Single and of determined bounds ; and hence 
I choose it rather at this time, than work 
Of ampler or more varied argument. 
Where I might be discomfited and lost : 
And certain hopes are with me, that to thee 
This kbour will be welcome, honoured Friend ! 
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♦ 

SCHOOL-TIMK 

OOHIUITED. 

Thus &r, O Friend ! liave we, though leaying much 

TJnyiBited, endeayoured to retrace 

The simple ways in which my childhood walked ; 

Those chiefly that first led me to the love 

Of rivers, woods, and fields. The passion yet 

Was in its birth, sustained as might befal 

By nourishment that came unsought ; for still 

From week to week, from month to month, we lived 

A round of tumult. Duly were our games 

Prolonged in summer till the day-light failed : 

No chair remained before the doors ; the bench 

And threshold steps were empty ; fast asleep 

The labourer, and the old man who had sate 

A later lingerer ; yet the revelry 

Continued and the loud uproar : at last, 

When all the ground was dark, and twinkling stars 

Edged the black clouds, home and to bed we went, 

Feverish with weary joints and beating minds. 

Ah ! is there one who ever has been young, 

Nor needs a warning voice to tame the pride 

Of intellect and virtue's self-esteem ? 

One is there, though the wisest and the best 

Of all mankind, who covets not at times 

Union that cannot be ; — who would not give 
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If BO he might, to duty and to truth 

The eagerness of infantine desire P 

A tranquillising spirit presses now 

On mj corporeal frame, so wide appears 

The vacancy between me and those days 

Which jet have such self-presence in my mind, 

That, musing on them, ofben do I seem 

Two consciousnesses, conscious of mjself 

And of some other Being. A rude mass 

Of native rock, lefb midway in the square 

Of our small market village, was the goal 

Or centre of these sports ; and when, returned 

After long absence, thither I repaired, 

Qxme was the old grey stone, and in its place 

A smart Assembly-room usurped the ground 

That had been ours. There let the fiddle scream, 

And be ye happy ! Tet, my Friends ! I know 

That more than one of you will think with me 

Of those soft starry nights, and that old Dame 

Prom whom the stone was named, who there had sate, 

And watched her table with its huckster's wares 

Assiduous, through the length of sixty years. 

We ran a boisterous course ; the year span round 
With giddy motion. But the time approached 
That brought with it a regular desire 
For calmer pleasures, when the winning forms 
Of Nature were collaterally attached 
To every scheme of holiday delight 
And every boyish sport, less grateful else 
And languidly pursued. 

When summer came^ 
Our pastime was, on bright half-holidays^ 
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To sweep along the plain of "Windermepe 

With rival oars ; and the selected bourne 

Was now an Island musical with birds 

That sang and ceased not ; now a Sister Isle 

Beneath the oaks* umbrageous covert, sown 

With lilies of the valley like a field ; 

And now a third small Island, where survived 

In solitude the ruins of a shrine 

Once to Our Lady dedicate, and served 

Daily with chaunted rites. In such a race 

So ended, disappointment could be none. 

Uneasiness, or pain, or jealousy : 

We rested in the shade, all pleased alike, 

Conquered and conqueror. Thus the pride of strength. 

And the vain-glory of superior skiU, 

Were tempered ; thus was gradually produced 

A quiet independence of the heart ; 

And to my Friend who knows me I may add, 

Pearless of blame, that hence for future days 

Ensued a dif&dence and modesty, 

And I was taught to feel, perhaps too much. 

The self-sufficing power of Solitude. 

Our daily meals were frugail, Sabine fare ! 
More than we wished we knew the blessing then 
Of vigorous hunger — ^hence corporeal strength 
TJnsapped by delicate viands ; for, exclude 
A little weekly stipend, and we lived 
Through three divisions of the quartered year 
In penniless poverty. But now to school 
Prom the half-yearly holidays returned, 
We ca|&e with weightier purses, that sufficed 
To furnish treats more costly than the Dame 



SCHOOL-TIME. 139 

Of the old grej stone, from her scant board, supplied. 

Hence rustic dinners on the cool green ground, 

Or in the woods, or by a river side 

Or shady fountains, while among the leaves 

Soft airs were stirring, and the mid-day sun 

TJnfelt shone brightly round us in our joy. 

Not is my aim neglected if I tell 

How sometimes, in the length of those half-years, 

We from our funds drew largely 5 — ^proud to curb, 

And eager to spur on, the galloping steed ; 

And with the courteous inn-keeper, whose stud 

Supplied our want, we haply might employ 

Sly subterfuge, if the adventure's bound 

"Were distant : some famed temple where of yore 

The Druids worshipped, or the antique walls 

Of that large abbey, where within the Yale 

Of Nightshade, to St, Mary's honour built, 

Stands yet a mouldering pile with fractured arch. 

Belfry, and images, and living trees ; 

A holy scene ! — Along the smooth green turf 

Our horses grazed. To more than inland peace. 

Left by the west wind sweeping overhead 

Prom a tumultuous ocean, trees and towers 

In that sequestered valley may be seen, 

Both silent and both motionless alike ; 

Such the deep shelter that is there, and such 

The safeguard for repose and quietness. 

Our steeds remounted and the summons given, 
"With whip and spur we through the chauntry flew 
In uncouth race, and left the cross-legged knight, 
And the stone-abbot, and that single wren 
Which one day sang so sweetly in the nave 
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Of the Old clmrcli, tliat — ^thougli from recent showers 

The earth was comfortless, and, touched by fSsdnt 

Internal breezes, sobbings of the place 

And respirations, from the roofless walls 

The shuddering ivy dripped large drops — ^yet still 

So sweetly *mid the gloom the inyisible bird 

Sang to herself, that there I could have made 

My dwelling-place, and lived for ever there 

To hear such music. Through the walls we flew 

And down the valley, and, a circuit made 

In wantonness of heart, through rough and smooth 

We scampered homewards. Oh, ye rocks and streams. 

And that stiU spirit shed from evening air ! 

Even in this joyous time I sometimes felt 

Tour presence, when with slackened step we breathed 

Along the sides of the steep hills, or when 

Lighted by gleams of moonlight from the sea 

We beat with thundering hoofs the level sand. 

Midway on long Winander's eastern shore, 
Within the crescent of a pleasant bay, 
A tavern stood ; no homely-featured house, 
Primeval like its neighbouring cottages. 
But *twas a splendid place, the door beset 
With chaises, grooms, and liveries, and within 
Decanters, glasses, and the blood-red wine. 
In ancient times, and ere the Hall was built 
On the large island, had this dwelling been 
More worthy of a poet's love, a hut, 
Proud of its own bright fire and sycamore shade. 
But — though the rhymes were gone that once inscribed 
The threshold, and large golden characters. 
Spread o'er the spangled sign-board, had dislodged 



SCHOOL-TIME. 141 

The old Lion and usurped his place, in slight 
And mockery of the rustic painter's hand — 
Yet, to this hour, the spot to me is dear 
With all its foolish pomp. The garden lay 
Upon a slope surmounted hy a plain 
Of a small bowling-green ; beneath us stood 
A grove, with gleams of water through the trees 
And over the tree-tops ; nor did we want 
Befreshment, strawberries and mellow cream. 
There, while through half an affcemoon we played 
On the smooth platform, whether skill prevailed 
Or happy blunder triumphed, bursts of glee 
Made all the mountains ring. But, ere night-&ll. 
When in our pinnace we returned at leisure 
Over the shadowy lake, and to the beach 
Of some small island steered our course with one, 
The Minstrel of the Troop, and left him there, 
And rowed off gently, while he blew his flute 
Alone upon the rock — oh, then, the calm 
And dead still water lay upon my mind 
Even with a weight of pleasure, and the sky, 
Never before so beautiful, sank down 
Into my heart, and held me like a dream ! 
Thus were my sympathies enlarged, and thus 
DalLy the common range of visible things 
G^rew dear to me : already I began 
To love the sun ; a boy I loved the sun, 
Kot as I since have loved him, as a pledge 
And surety of our earthly life, a light 
Which we behold and feel we are alive ; 
Nor for his bounty to so many worlds — 
But for this cause, that I had seen him lay 
His beauty on the morning hills, had seen 
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The western mountain touch his setting orb, 
In many a thoughtless hour, when, from excess 
Of happiness, m j blood appeared to flow 
Por its own pleasure, and I breathed with joy. 
And, from like feelings, humble though intense. 
To patriotic and domestic love 
Analogous, the moon to me was dear ; 
Por I could dream away my purposes, 
Standing to gaze upon her while she hung 
Midway between the hills, as if she knew 
No other region, but belonged to thee. 
Tea, appertained by a peculiar right 
To thee and thy grey huts, thou one dear Yale I 

Those incidental charms which first attached 
My heart to rural objects, day by day 
G-rew weaker, and I hasten on to tell 
How Nature, intervenient till this time 
And secondary, now at length was sought 
Por her own sake. But who shall parcel out 
His intellect by geometric rules. 
Split like a province into round and square P 
"Who knows the individual hour in which 
His habits were first sown, even as a seed P 
Who that shall point as with a wand and say 
" This portion of the river of my mind 
Came from yon fountain p " Thou, my Friend ! art one 
More deeply read in thy own thoughts ; to thee 
Science appears but what in truth she is, 
Not as our glory and our absolute boast. 
But as a succedaneum, and a prop 
To our infirmity. No officious slave 
Art thou of that false secondary power 
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By which we mtdtiply distinctions, then 
Deem that our puny boundaries are things 
That we perceive, and not that we have made. 
To thee, unblinded by these formal arts, 
The unity of all hath been revealed, 
And thou wilt doubt, with me less aptly skilled 
Than many are to range the faculties 
In scale and order, class the cabinet 
Of their sensations, and in voluble phrase 
Bun through the history and birth of each 
As of a single independent thing. 
Hard task, vain hope, to analyse the mind, 
If each most obvious and particular thought, 
Not in a mystical and idle sense. 
But in the words of Beason deeply weighed, 
Hath no beginning. 
' Blest the infant Babe, 

(For with my best conjecture I would trace 
Our Being's earthly progress,) blest the Babe, 
Nursed in his Mother's arms, who sinks to sleep 
Booked on his Mother's breast ; who with his soul 
Drinks in the feelings of his Mother's eye ! 
Por him, in one dear Presence, there exists 
A virtue which irradiates and exalts 
Objects through widest intercourse of sense. 
No outcast he, bewildered and depressed : 
Along his infant veins are interfused 
The gravitation and the fOial bond 
Of nature that connect him with the world. 
Is there a flower, to which he points with hand 
Too weak to gather it, already love 
Drawn from love's purest earthly forunt for him 
Hath beautified that flower ; already shades 
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Of pity cast from inward tenderness 
Do fall around bim upon augbt tliat bears 
TJnsiglitlj marks of violence or harm. 
Empliaticallj such a Being lives, 
Pnul creature as lie is, helpless as frail. 
An inmate of this active universe : 
For, feeling has to him imparted power 
That, through the growing faculties of sense 
Doth like an agent of the one great Mind 
Create, creator and receiver both. 
Working but in alliance with the works 
"Which it beholds. — Such, verily, is the first 
Poetic spirit of our human life. 
By uniform control of after years. 
In most, abated or suppressed ; in some. 
Through every change of growth and of decay, 
Pre-eminent till death. 

From early days, 
Beginning not long after that first time 
In which, a Babe, by intercourse of touch 
I held mute dialogues with my Mother's heart, 
I have endeavoured to display the means 
Whereby this infant sensibility. 
Great birthright of our being, was in me 
Augmented and sustained. Yet is a path 
More difficult before me ; and I fear 
That in its broken windings we shall need 
The chamois* sinews, and the eagle's wing : 
For now a trouble came into my mind 
From unknown causes. I was left alone 
Seeking the visible world, nor knowing why. 
The props of my affections were removed. 
And yet the bidlding stood, as if sustained 
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By its own spirit ! All that I bekeld 

Was dear, and hence to finer influxes 

The mind lay open to a more exact 

And close communion. Many are our joys 

In youth, but oh ! what happiness to live 

When every hour brings palpable access 

Of knowledge, when all knowledge is delight, 

And sorrow is not there ! The seasons came, 

And every season wheresoe'er I moved 

Unfolded transitory qualities. 

Which, but for this most watchful power of love, 

Had been neglected ; lefb a register 

Of permanent relations, else unknown. 

Hence life, and change, and beauty, solitude 

More active ever than " best society " — 

Society made sweet as solitude 

By silent inobtrusive sympathies. 

And gentle agitations of the mind 

Prom manifold distinctions, difference 

Perceived in things, where, to the unwatchful eye. 

No difference is, and hence, from the same source, 

Sublimer joy ; for I would walk alone, 

XTnder the quiet stars, and at that time 

Have felt whatever there is of power in sound 

To breathe an elevated mood, by form 

Or image unprofaned ; and I would stand. 

If the night blackened with a coming storm, 

Beneath some rock, listening to notes that are 

The ghostly language of the ancient earth, 

Or make their dim abode in distant winds. 

Thence did I drink the visionary power ; 

And deem not profitless those fleeting moods 

Of shadowy exultation : not for this, 

VOL. v« L 
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That they are kindred to our purer mind 
And intellectual life ; but that the soul, 
Bemembering how she felt, but what she felt 
Bemembering not, retains an obscure sense 
Of possible sublimity, whereto 
With growing faculties she doth aspire, 
With faculties still growing, feeling still 
That whatsoever point thej gain, they yet 
Have something to pursue. 

And not alone, 
'Mid gloom and tumult, but no less 'mid fair 
And tranquil scenes, that universal power 
And fitness in the latent qualities 
And essences of things, by which the mind 
Is moved with feelings of delight, to me 
Came strengthened with a superadded soul, 
A virtue not its own. My morning walks 
Were early ; — oft before the hours of school 
I travelled round our little lake, five miles 
Of pleasant wandering. Happy time ! more dear 
For this, that one was by my side, a Priend,* 
Then passionately loved ; with heart how full 
Would he peruse these lines ! Por many years 
Have since flowed in between us, and, our minds 
Both silent to each other, at this time 
We live as if those hours had never been. 
Kor seldom did I lift our cottage latch 
Far earlier, ere one smoke-wreath had risen 
From human dwelling, or the vernal thrush 
Was audible ; and sate among the woods 
Alone upon some jutting eminence. 
At the first gleam of dawn-light, when the Yale, 

* The late Rev. John Fleming; of Bayrigg, Windermere.~-^(i. 
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Yet slumbering, lay in utter solitude. 

How shall I seek the origin P where find 

Paith in the maryellous things which then I felt ? 

Oft in these moments such a holj cakn 

"Would overspread my soul, that bodily eyes 

"Were utterly forgotten, and what I saw 

Appeared like something in myself, a dream, 

A prospect in the mind. 

'Twere long to tell 

What spring and autumn, what the winter snows. 

And what the summer shade, what day and night, 

Evening and morning, sleep and waking, thought 

From sources inexhaustible, poured forth 

To feed the spirit of religious love 

In which I walked with Nature. But let this 

Be not forgotten, that I still retained 

My first creative sensibility ; 

That by the regular action of the world 

My soul was unsubdued. A plastic power 

Abode with me ; a forming hand, at times 

Bebellious, acting in a devious mood ; 

A local spirit of his own, at war 

With general tendency, but, for the most, 

Subservient strictly to external things 

With which it communed. An auxiliar light 

Came from my mind, which on the setting sun 

Bestowed new splendour ; the melodious birds, 

The fiuttering breezes, fountains that run on 

Murmuring so sweetly in themselves, obeyed 

A like dominion, and the midnight storm 

Grew darker in the presence of my eye : 

Hence my obeisance, my devotion hence, 

And hence my transport. 

l2 
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Nor should this, perchanoe. 
Pass unreoorded, that I still had loved 
The exercise and produce of a toil. 
Than analytic industry to me 
More pleasing, and whose character I deem 
Is more poetic as resembling more 
Creative agency. The song would speak 
Of that interminable building reared 
By observation of affinities 
In objects where no brotherhood exists 
To passive minds. My seventeenth year was come ; 
And, whether from this habit rooted now 
So deeply in my mind, or from excess 
In the great social principle of life 
Coercing all things into sympathy. 
To unorganic natures were transferred 
My own enjoyments ; or the power of truth 
Coming in revelation, did converse 
With things that really are ; I, at this time, 
8aw blessings spread around me like a sea. 
Thus while the days flew by, and years passed on, 
Prom Nature and her overflowing soul, 
I had received so much, that all my thoughts 
Were steeped in feeling ; I was only then 
Contented, when with bliss ineflable 
I felt the bentiment of Being spread 
O'er all that moves and all that seemeth still ; 
O'er all that, lost beyond the reach of thought 
And human knowledge, to the human eye 
Invisible, yet liveth to the heart ; 
O'er all that leaps and runs, and shouts and sings, 
Or beats the gladsome air ; o'er all that glides 
Beneath the wave, yea^ in the wave itself. 
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And mighty depth of waters. Wonder not 
If high the transport, great the joy I felt, 
Communing in this sort through earth and heaven 
With every form of creature, as it looked 
Towards the Uncreated with a countenance 
Of adoration, with an eye of love. 
One song they sang, and it was audihle. 
Most audible, then, when the fleshly ear, 
O'ercome by humblest prelude of that strain, 
Forgot her functions, and slept undisturbed. 

If this be error, and another faith 
Find easier access to the pious mind, 
Tet were I grossly destitute of all 
Those human sentiments that make this earth 
So dear, if I should fail with grateful voice 
To speak of you, ye mountains, and ye lakes 
And sounding cataracts, ye mists and winds 
That dwell among the hills where I was bom. 
If in my youth I have been pure in heart. 
If, mingling with the world, I am content 
With my own modest pleasures, and have lived 
With God and Nature communing, removed 
Prom little enmities and low desires — 
The gift is yours ; if in these times of fear, 
This melancholy waste of hopes overthrown, 
If, 'mid indifference and apathy. 
And wicked exultation when good men 
On every side fall off, we know not how, 
To selfishness, disguised in gentle names 
Of peace and quiet and domestic love. 
Yet mingled not unwillingly with sneers 
On visionary minds ; if, in this time 
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Of dereliction and dismay, I yet 

Despair not of our nature, but retain 

A more than Boman confidence, a faith 

That fiuls not, in all sorrow my support, 

The blessing of my life — ^the ^ft is yours, 

Ye winds and sounding cataracts ! 'tis yours, 

Ye mountains ! thine, O Nature ! Thou hast fed 

My lofty speculations ; and in thee, 

Por this uneasy heart of ours, I find 

A never-failing principle of joy 

And puirest passion. 

Thou, my Friend ! wert reared 
In the great city, 'mid far other scenes ; 
But we, by difierent roads, at length have gained 
The self same bourne. And for this cause to thee 
I speak, unapprehensive of contempt. 
The insinuated scoff of coward tongues, 
And all that silent language which so oft 
In conversation between man and man 
Blots from the human countenance all trace 
Of beauty and of love. For thou hast sought 
The truth in solitude, and, since the days 
That gave thee liberty, full long desired. 
To serve in Nature's temple, thou hast been 
The most assiduous of her ministers ; 
In many things my brother, chiefly here 
In this our deep devotion* 

Fare thee well ! 
Health and the quiet of a healthful mind 
Attend thee ! seeking oft the haunts of men, 
And yet more often living with thyself, 
And for thyself, so haply shall thy days 
Be many, and a blessing to mankind. 
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BOOK THIRD. 

RESIDENCE AT CAMBRIDGE. 

It was a dreary morning when the wheels 
Soiled over a wide plain o'erhung with cloads, 
And nothing cheered our way till first we saw 
The long-roofed chapel of King's College lift 
Turrets and pinnacles in answering files, 
Extended high above a dusky grove. 

Advancing, we espied upon the road 
A student clothed in gown and tasselled cap, 
Striding along as if overtasked by Time, 
Or covetous of exercise and air ; 
He passed — ^nor was I master of my eyes 
Till he was left an arrow's flight behind. 
As near and nearer to the spot we drew, 
It seemed to suck us in with an eddy's force. 
Onward we drove beneath the Castle ; caught, 
While crossing Magdalene Bridge, a glimpse of Cam ; 
And at the Mooj^ alighted, famous Inn. 

My spirit was up, my thoughts were full of hope ; 
Some friends I had, acquaintances who there 
Seemed friends, poor simple school-boys, now hung round 
With honour and importance : in a world 
Of welcome faces up and down I roved ; 
Questions, directions, warnings and advice, 
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Flowed in upon me, from all sides ; fi*esli day 

Of pride and pleasure ! to myself I seemed 

A. man of business and expense, and went 

From shop to shop about my own affairs^ 

To Tutor or to Tailor, as befel. 

From street to street with loose and careless mind. 

I was the Dreamer, tbey the Dream ; I roamed 
Delighted through the motley spectacle ; 
Oowns graye, or gaudy, doctors, students, streets. 
Courts, cloisters, flocks of churches, gateways, towers: 
Migration strange for a stripling of the hills, 
A northern yillager. 

As if the change 
Had waited on some Fairy's wand, at once 
Behold me rich in monies, and attired 
In splendid garb, with hose of silk, and hair 
Powdered like rimy trees, when frost is keen. 
My lordly dressing-gown, I pass it by, 
With other signs of manhood that supplied 
The lack of beard. — ^The weeks went roundly on, 
With invitations, suppers, wine and fruit. 
Smooth housekeeping within, and all without 
Liberal, and suiting gentleman's array. 

The Evangelist St. John my patron was : 
Three Gothic courts are his, and in the first 
Was my abiding-place, a nook obscure ; 
Bight underneath, the College kitchens made 
A humming sound, less tuneable than bees. 
But hardly less industrious ; with shrill notes 
Of sharp command and scolding intermixed. 
Near me hung Trinity's loquacious clock. 
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Who neyer let the quarters, night or day, 
Slip hj him unprodaiined, and told the hours 
Twice over with a male and female Toice. 
Her pealing organ was my neighhour too ; 
And from my pillow, looking forth hj light 
Of moon or favouring stars, I could behold 
The antechapel where the statue stood 
Of Newton with his prism and silent face. 
The marble index of a mind for ever 
Voyaging through strange seas of Thought, alone. 

Of College labours, of the Lecturer's room 
All studded round, as thick as chairs could stand, 
With loyal students, faithful to their books, 
Half-and-half idlers, hardy recusants. 
And honest dunces — of important days, 
Examinations, when the man was weighed 
As in a balance ! of excessive hopes, 
Tremblings withal and commendable fears, 
Small jealousies, and triumphs good or bad — 
Let others that know more speak as they know. 
Such glory was but little sought by me. 
And little won. Yet from the first crude days 
Of settling time in this untried abode, 
I was disturbed at times by prudent thoughts. 
Wishing to hope without a hope, some fears 
About my future worldly maintenance. 
And, more than all, a strangeness in the mind, 
A feeling that I was not for that hour. 
Nor for that place. But wherefore be cast down ? 
For (not to speak of Eeason and her pure 
Eeflective acts to fix the moral law 
Deep in the conscience, nor of Christian Hope, 
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Bowing her head before her sister Faith 

Ab one far mightier), hither I had come, 

Bear witness Truth, endowed with holj powers 

And faculties, whether to work or feel. 

Oft when the dazzling show no longer new 

Had ceased to dazzle, ofbtimes did I quit 

M7 comrades, leave the crowd, buildings and groves. 

And as I paced alone the level fields 

Far from those lovelj sights and sounds sublime 

With which I had been conversant, the mind 

Drooped not ; but there into herself returning. 

With prompt rebound seemed fresh as heretofore. 

At least I more distinctlj recognised 

Her native instincts : let me dare to speak 

A higher language, say that now I felt 

What independent solaces were mine. 

To mitigate the injurious sway of place 

Or circumstance, how &r soever changed 

In youth, or io be changed in after years. 

As if awakened, summoned, roused, constrained, 

I looked for universal things ; perused 

The common countenance of earth and sky : 

Earth, nowhere unembellished by some trace 

Of that first Paradise whence man was driven ; 

And sky, whose beauty and bounty are expressed 

By the proud name she bears — ^the name of Heaven. 

I called on both to teach me what they might ; 

Or, turning the mind in upon herself. 

Pored, watched, expected, listened, spread my thoughts 

And spread them with a wider creeping ; felt 

Incumbencies more awful, visitings 

Of the Upholder of the tranquil soul. 

That tolerates the indignities of Time, 
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And, from the centre of Eternity 

AH finite motions oyerruling, lives 

In glory immutable. But peace ! enough 

Here to record that I was mounting now 

To such community with highest truth — 

A track pursuing, not untrod before, 

Prom strict analogies by thought supplied 

Or consciousnesses not to be subdued. 

To every natural form, rock, fruits, or flower, 

Even the loose stones that cover the high-way, 

I gave a moral life : I saw them feel, 

Or linked them to some feeling : the great mass 

Lay bedded in a quickening soul, and aU 

That I beheld respired with inward meaning. 

Add that whate'er of Terror or of Love 

Or Beauty, Nature's daily face put on 

Erom transitory passion, unto this 

I was as sensitive as waters are 

To the sky's influence in a kindred mood 

Of passion ; was obedient as a lute 

That waits upon the touches of the wind. 

Unknown, unthought of, yet I was most rich— 

I had a world about me — 'twas my own ; 

I made it, for it only lived to me. 

And to the Gt>d who sees into the heart. 

Such sympathies, though rarely, were betrayed 

By outward gestures and by visible looks : 

Some called it madness — so indeed it was, 

If child-like fruitfulness in passing joy. 

If steady moods of thoughtfulness matured 

To inspiration, sort with such a name ; 

If prophecy be madness ; if things viewed 

By poets in old time, and higher up 
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Bj tbe first men, earth's first inbabitants, 

Maj in tbese tutored dajs no more be seen 

With undisordered sight. But leaving this. 

It was no madness, for the bodilj eje 

Amid mj strongest workings evermore 

Was searching out the lines of difference 

As thej lie hid in all external forms, 

Near or remote, minute or vast ; an eje 

Which, from a tree, a stone, a withered leaf. 

To the broad ocean and the azure heavens 

Spangled with kindred multitudes of stars, 

Gould find no surface where its power might sleep ; 

Which spake perpetual logic to my soul, 

And bj an unrelenting agencj 

Did bind my feelings even as in a chain. 

And here, Priend ! have I retraced m j life 
Up to an eminence, and told -a tale 
Of matters which not falsely maj be called 
The glory of my youth. Of genius, power. 
Creation and divinity itself 
I have been speaking, for my theme has been 
What passed within me. Not of outward things 
Done visibly for other minds, words, signs. 
Symbols or actions, but of my own heart 
Have I been speaking, and my youthful mind. 
Heavens ! how awful is the might of souls, 
And what they do within themselves while yet 
The yoke of earth is new to them, the world 
Nothing but a wild field where they were sown. 
This is, in truth, heroic argument. 
This genuine prowess, which I wished to touch 
With hand however weak, but in the main 
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It lies far hidden from tHe reacH of words. 

Points have we all of us within our souls 

Where all stand single ; this I feel, and make 

Breathings for incommunicable powers ; 

But is not each a memory to himself, 

And, therefore, now that we must quit this theme, 

I am not heartless, for there^s not a man 

That lives who hath not known his god-like hours, 

And feels not what an empire we inherit 

Ab natural beings in the strength of Nature. 

"No more : for now into a populous plain 
We must descend. A Traveller I am, 
Whose tale is only of himself ; even so, 
So be it, if the pure of heart be prompt 
To follow, and if thou, my honoured Friend ! 
Who in these thoughts art ever at my side, 
Support, as heretofore, my fainting steps. 

It hath been told, that when the first delight 
That flashed upon me from this novel show 
Had failed, the mind returned into herself; 
Yet true it is, that I had made a change 
In climate, and my nature's outward coat 
Changed also slowly and insensibly. 
Full ofb the quiet and exalted thoughts 
Of loneliness gave way to empty noise 
And superficial pastimes ; now and then 
Forced labour, and more frequently forced hopes ; 
And, worst of all, a treasonable growth 
Of indecisive judgments, that impaired 
And shook the mind's simplicity. — ^And yet 
This was a gladsome time. Could I behold-' 



"Whoj leas nneDaihle tiuoL aoddrai da^ 

In a aoMsrec^a bed afe ebb of tide, 

Caiild hare bdield^ — wi& nndriigbiaed beait^ 

So miuiy bappy jruuilii^ ao wids ancLfiBr 

JL cangregBtunL in its bmidrng-tane 

Otheatbiij and hope, and beaoly, aUsfcamBe 

So many diyegg aMmpIea femn ihe gHiwUt 

Of li&'a aweefe aeaBonr— eonld bafe aeen unmoved 

That TirianeffaniHma gwriand of wild fiowega 

pi BiHrmg the "nHtfatiii isBgnpIes QE a place 

So fimiaiia linoo^ tdie woiid ? To me, at letust, 

Xt was a goodly pjRwpecfe : &xv ni aootin^ 

Tbflwg^ I bad leaEnt betanfls to atmd unpropped^ 

A^id Tn n^ n t^nt^n fc muBuiga plesaBd me ao 

That apdia aeoned on me when X was ahme, 

Tet conbi I only deiEve tn aolitiide 

In londj pbicea ; if a IdnKm^ waa near 

That way I leaned by natmce; &r my heart 

Was aodal, and kived idleneaii and joy. 

UTot aeding tiioae who might p ar t icipat e 
My de^ear pleaBozea (nay, 1 had not once, 
Thon^ not nmiBed to mutter loneaome aongs> 
"EvesL with myadf divided aoch. deKght^ 
Or loofced that way &r aught that might be dotibed 
In hnman langnage), eaoly I passed 
Vioni the remonbnmces of better things^ 
And slipped into the ardinaiy woi^s 
Of eaieleas youth, unburthened, unalarmed. 
Omffw thoe w«» within my mind whicK son 
Could never paietrate, yet £d there not 
Want store of leafy m^ b a mn whece the light 
l^^it enter in at wilL Compaoion^iips^ 
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Priendsliips, acquaintances, were welcome alL 
We sauntered, played, or rioted ; we talked 
Unprofitable talk at morning hours ; 
Drifted about along the streets and walks, 
"Read lazilj in trivial books, went forth 
To gallop through the country in blind zeal 
Of senseless horsemanship, or on the breast 
Of Cam sailed boisterously, and let the stars 
Come forth, perhaps without one quiet thought. 

Such was the tenor of the second act 
In this new life. Imagination slept, 
And yet not utterly. I could not print 
G-round where the grass had yielded to the steps 
Of generations of illustrious men. 
Unmoved. I could not always lightly pass 
Through the same gateways, sleep where they had slept. 
Wake where they waked, range that indosure old, 
That garden of great intellects, undisturbed. 
Place also by the side of this dark sense 
Of noble feeling, that those spiritual men. 
Even the great Newton's own ethereal self. 
Seemed humbled in these precincts thence to be 
The more endeared. Their several memories here 
(Even like their persons in their portraits clothed 
With the accustomed garb of daily life) 
Put on a lowly and a touching grace 
Of more distinct humanity, that left 
All genuine admiration omimpaired. 

Beside the pleasant Mill of Trompington 
I laughed with Chaucer in the hawthorn shade ; 
Heard him, while birds were warbling, tell his tales 



Of amoioaspaaBioiL And tiiat gentle Baid, 
Chosen b j the Muses for their Fsge of State — 
Sweet Spenser, moring thioogh his donded hesTcn 
With the moon*s beaaty and the moon's soft pace, 
I called him Brother, Bugiishman, and Friend ! 
TeSi our blind Poet, who in his later daj. 
Stood almost sin^e ; nttering odious truth — 
Darkness before, and danger^s ^oe behind. 
Soul awful — ^if the earth has erer lodged 
An awful soul — I seemed to see him here 
Familiarly, and in his scholar's dress 
Bounding before me, jet a stripling yonih — 
A boy, no better, with his rosy cheeks 
Angdical, keen eye, courageous look. 
And conscious step of purity and pride. 
Among the band of my compeers was one 
Whom chance had stationed in the very room 
Honoured by Milton's name. O temperate Bard ! 
Be it confest that, for the first time, seated 
Within thy innocent lodge and oratory, 
One of a festive circle, I poured out 
Libations, to thy memory drank, till pride 
And gratitude grew dizzy in a brain 
Never excited by the fumes of wine 
Before that hour, or since. Then, forth I ran 
From the assembly ; through a length of streets. 
Ban, ostrich-like, to reach our chapel door 
In not a desperate or opprobrious time. 
Albeit long after the importunate bell 
Had stopped, with wearisome Cassandra voice 
No longer haunting the dark winter night. 
Call back, O Friend ! a moment to thy mind, 
The place itself and fashion of the rites. 
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With careless ostentation shouldering up 
My surplice, through the inferior throng I clove 
Of the plain Burghers, who in audience stood 
On the last skirts of their permitted ground, 
Under the pealing organ. Empty thoughts ! 
I am ashamed of them : and that great Bard, 
And thou, O Friend ! who in thy ample mind 
Hast placed me high above my best deserts, 
Ye vnll forgive the weakness of that hour, 
In some of its unworthy vanities, 
Brother to many more. 

In this mixed sort 
The months passed on, remissly, not given up 
To wilful alienation from the right. 
Or walks of open scandal, but in vague 
And loose indifference, easy likings, aims 
Of a low pitch — duty and zeal dismissed. 
Yet Nature, or a happy course of things 
Not doing in their stead the needful work. 
The memory languidly revolved, the heart 
Reposed in nootitide rest, the inner pulse 
Of contemplation almost failed to beat. 
Such life might not inaptly be compared 
To a floating island, an amphibious spot 
Unsound, of spongy texture, yet withal 
Not wanting a fair face of water weeds . 
And pleasant flowers. The thirst of living praise, 
Fit reverence for the glorious Dead, the sight 
Of those long vistas, sacred catacombs, 
Where mighty minds lie visibly entombed, 
Have often stirred the heart of youth, and bred 
A fervent love of rigorous discipline. — 
Alas ! such high emotion touched not me. 

VOL. V. M 
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Look was there none within these walls to shame 

My easy spirits, and discountenance 

Their light composure, far less to instil 

A calm resolve of mind, firmly addressed 

To puissant efforts. Nor was this the blame 

Of others but my own ; I should, in truth, • 

As far as doth concern my single self. 

Misdeem most widely, lodging it elsewhere : 

Eor I, bred up 'mid Nature's luxuries, 

Was a spoiled child, and, rambling like the wind. 

As I had done in daily intercourse 

"With those crystalline rivers, solemn heights. 

And mountains, ranging like a fowl of the air, 

I was ill-tutored for captivity ; • 

To quit my pleasure, and, from month to month. 

Take up a station calmly on the perch 

Of sedentary peace. Those lovely forms 

Had also left less space within my mind. 

Which, wrought upon instinctively, had found 

A freshness in those objects of her love, 

A winning power, beyond all other power. 

Not that I slighted books, — that were to lack 

All sense, — ^but other passions in me ruled, 

Passions more fervent, making me less prompt 

To in-door study than was wise or well, 

Or suited to those years. Tet I, though used 

In magisterial liberty to rove, 

Culling such flowers of learning as might tempt 

A random choice, could shadow forth a place 

(If now I yield not to a flattering dream) 

Whose studious aspect should have bent me down 

To instantaneous service ; should at once 

Have made me pay to science and to arts 
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And written lore, acknowledged my liege lord, 

A homage frankly offered up, like that 

Which I had paid to Nature. Toil and pains 

In this recess, by thoughtful Fancy built, 

Should spread from heart to heart; and stately groves. 

Majestic edifices, should not want 

A corresponding dignity within. 

The congregating temper that pervades 

Our unripe years, not wasted, should be taught 

To minister to works of high attempt — 

Works which the enthusiast would perform with love. 

Youth should be awed, religiously possessed 

With a conviction of the power that waits 

On knowledge, when sincerely sought and prized 

For its own sake, on glory and on praise 

If but by labour won, and fit to endure 

The passing day ; should learn to put aside 

Her trappings here, should strip them off abashed 

Before antiquity and stedfast truth 

And strong book-mindedness ; and over all 

A healthy sound simplicity should reign, 

A seemly plainness, name it what you will, 

Bepublican or pious. 

If these thoughts 
Are a gratuitous emblazonry 
That mocks the recreant age we live in, then 
Be Folly and False-seeming free to affect 
Whatever formal gait of discipline 
Shall raise them highest in their own esteem — 
Let them parade among the Schools at will, 
But spare the House of God. Was ever known 
The witless shepherd who persists to drive 
A flock that thirsts not to a pool disliked P 

M 2 
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Ciyiiigy ^ An obolos, a penn j giye 

To a poor scholar ! " — when fliuatrions men, 

Jjoren of tnith, hj penmj constrained^ 

Buoer, Erasmus, or Melancthon, read 

Before the doors or windows of their cells 

'By moonshine through mere lack of tapa light. 

But peace to Tain regrets ! We see but darkl j 
£ren when we look behind us, and best things 
Are not so pure bj nature that the j needs 
Must keep to all, as fondly all belieTe, 
Their highest promise. If the mariner. 
When at reluctant distance he hath passed 
Some tempting island, could but know the ills 
That must hare fidlen upon him had he brought 
His bark to land upon the wished-for shore, 
Grood cause would oft be his to thank the surf 
Whose white belt scared him thence, or wind that blew 
Inexorabl J adrerse : for myself 
I giiere not ; happy is the gowned youth. 
Who only misses what I missed, who £dls 
No lower than I felL 

I did not lore. 
Judging not iU perhaps, the timid course 
Of our scholastic studies ; could hare wished 
To see the rirer flow with ampler range 
And freer pace ; but more, far more, I griered 
To see displayed among an eager few. 
Who in the field of contest perscTered, 
Passions unworthy of youth's generous heart 
And mounting spirit, pitiably repaid. 
When so disturbed, whateTor palms are won. 
Prom these I turned to travel with the shoal 
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Of more unthinking natures, easy minds 
And pillowy ; yet not wanting love that makes 
The day pass lightly on, when foresight sleeps, 
And wisdom and the pledges interchanged 
"With our own inner being are forgot. 

Yet was this deep vacation not given up 
To utter waste. Hitherto I had stood 
In my own mind remote from social life, 
(At least jfrom what we commonly so name,) 
Like a lone shepherd on a promontory 
Who lacking occupation looks far forth 
Into the boundless sea, and rather makes 
Than finds what he beholds. And sure it is, 
That this first transit from the smooth delights 
And wild outlandish walks of simple youth 
To something that resembles an approach 
Towards human business, to a privileged world 
"Within a world, a midway residence 
With all its intervenient imagery, 
Did better suit my visionary mind, 
Far better, than to have been bolted forth, 
Thrust out abruptly into Fortune's way 
Among the conflicts of substantial life ; 
By a more just gradation did lead on 
To higher things ; more naturally matured, 
For permanent possession, better fruits. 
Whether of truth or virtue, to ensue. 
In serious mood, but oftener, I confess, 
With playful zest of fancy, did we note 
(How could we less ?) the manners and the ways 
Of those who lived distinguished by the badge 
Of good or ill report ; or those with whom 
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By firame of Academic discipline 

We were perforce connected, men whose sway 

And known authority of office served 

To set our minds on edge, and did no more. 

Nor wanted we rich pastime of this kind. 

Found everywhere, but chiefly in the ring 

Of the grave Elders, men unsecured, grotesque 

In character, tricked out like aged trees 

Which through the lapse of their infirmity 

Give ready place to any random seed 

That chooses to be reared upon their trunks. 

Here on my view, confronting vividly 
Those shepherd swains whom I had lately left, 
Appeared a different aspect of old age ; 
How different ! yet both distinctly marked, 
Objects embossed to catch the general eye, 
Or portraitures for special use designed, 
As some might seem, so aptly do they serve 
To illustrate Nature's book of rudiments — 
That book upheld as with maternal care 
When she would enter on her tender scheme 
Of teaching comprehension with delight, 
And mingling playful with pathetic thoughts. 

The surfaces of artificial life 
And manners finely wrought, the delicate race 
Of colours, lurking, gleaming up and down 
Through that state arras woven with silk and gold ; 
This wily interchange of snaky hues, 
Willingly or unwillingly revealed, 
I neither knew nor cared for ; and as such 
Were wanting here, I took what might be found 
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Of less elaborate fabric. At this day 

I smile, in many a mountain solitude 

Conjuring up scenes as obsolete in freaks 

Of character, in points of wit as broad, 

As aught by wooden images performed 

For entertainment of the gaping crowd 

At wake or fair. And oftentimes do flit 

Remembrances before me of old men — 

Old humourists, who have been long in their graves, 

And haviug almost in my mind put off 

Their human names, have into phantoms passed 

Of texture midway between life and books. 

I play the loiterer : 'tis enough to note 
That here in dwarf proportions were expressed 
The limbs of the great world ; its eager strifes 
Collaterally pourtrayed, as in mock fight, 
A tournament of blows, some hardly dealt 
Though short of mortal combat ; and whate'er 
Might in this pageant be supposed to hit 
An artless rustic's notice, this way less, 
More that way, was not wasted upon me — 
And yet the spectacle may well demand 
A more substantial name, no mimic show. 
Itself a living part of a live whole, 
A creek in the vast sea ; for, all degrees 
And shapes of spurious fame and short-lived praise 
Here sate in state, and fed with daily alms 
Retainers won away from solid good ; 
And here was Labour, his own bond-slave ; Hope, 
That never set the pains against the prize ; 
Idleness halting with his weary clog. 
And poor misguided Shame, and witless Fear, 
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And simple Pleasure foraging for Death ; 
Honour misplaced, and Dignity astray ; 
Peuds, factions, flatteries, enmity, and guile, 
Murmuring submission, and bald government, 
(The idol weak as the idolater). 
And Decency and Custom starving Truth, 
And blind Authority beating with his staff 
The child that might have led him ; Emptiness 
Followed as of good omen, and meek Worth 
Left to herself unheard of and unknoYm. 

Of these and other kindred notices 
I cannot say what portion is in truth 
The naked recollection of that time. 
And what may rather have been called to life 
By after-meditation. But delight 
That, in an easy temper lulled asleep. 
Is still with Innocence its own reward, 
This was not wanting. Carelessly I roamed 
As through a wide museum from whose stores 
A casual rarity is singled out 
And has its brief perusal, then gives way 
To others, all supplanted in their turn ; 
Till 'mid this crowded neighbourhood of things 
That are by nature most unneighbourly. 
The head turns round and cannot right itself; 
And though an aching and a barren sense 
Of gay confusion still be uppermost, 
"With few wise longings and but little love. 
Yet to the memory something cleaves at last. 
Whence profit may be drawn in times to come. 

Thus in submissive idleness, my Friend ! 
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The labouring time of autumn, winter, spring, 
Eight months ! rolled pleasingly away ; the ninth 
Came and returned me to my native hills. 
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Bri&ht was the summer's noon when quickening steps 

Followed each other till a dreary moor 

"Was crossed, a bare ridge clomb, upon whose top 

Standing alone, as from a rampart's edge, 

I overlooked the bed of Wiudermere, 

Like a vast river, stretching in the sun. 

"With exultation, at my feet I saw 

Lake, islands, promontories, gleaming bays, 

A universe of Nature's fairest forms 

Proudly revealed with instantaneous burst. 

Magnificent, and beautiful, and gay. 

I bounded down the hill shouting amain 

For the old Ferryman ; to the shout the rocks 

Heplied, and when the Charon of the flood 

Had staid his oars, and touched the jutting pier, 

I did not step into the well-known boat 

Without a cordial greeting. Thence with speed 

Up the familiar hill I took my way 

Towards that sweet Valley* where I had been reared ; 

'Twas but a short hour's walk, ere veering round 

I saw the snow-white church upon her hill 

* Hawkshead.— £'<{. 



]72 ^^^^ PBELTTDE. 

Sit like a throned Lady, sending out 
A gracious look all OTer her domain. 
Yon asure smoke betrays the lurking town ; 
With eager footsteps I adyanoe and reach 
The cottage threshold where my journey closed. 
Glad welcome had I, with some tears, perhaps, 
From my old Dame, so kind and motherly. 
While she perused me with a parent's pride. 
The thoughts of gratitude shall £all like dew 
Upon thy grave, good creature ! While my heart 
Can beat never will I forget thy name. 
Heaven^s blessing be upon thee where thou liest 
After thy innocent and busy stir 
In narrow cares, thy little daily growth 
Of calm enjoyments, after eighty years. 
And more than eighty, of untroubled life ; 
Childless, yet by the strangers to thy blood 
Honoured with little less than filial love. 
What joy was mine to see thee once again. 
Thee and thy dwelling, and a crowd of things 
Abo\it its narrow precincts all beloved. 
And many of them seeming yet my own! 
Wliy should I speak of what a thousand hearts 
Have felt, and evexy man alive can guess ? 
The rooms, the court, the garden were not left 
Long unsaluted, nor the sunny seat 
Kound the stone table under the dark pine, 
Friendly to studious or to festive hours ; 
Nor that unruly child of mountain birth. 
The funous brook, who, soon as he was boxed 
Within our garden, found himsdf at onoe, 
As if by trick insidious and unkind. 
Stripped of his voice and left to dimple down 
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(Without an effort and without a will) 

A channel paved by man's officious care. 

I looked at him and smiled, and smiled again, 

And in the press of twenty thousand thoughts, 

" Ha," quoth I, " pretty prisoner, are you there ! " 

"Well might sarcastic Fancy then have whispered, 

" An emblem here behold of thy own life ; 

In its late course of even days with all 

Their smooth enthralment ; " but the heart was full, 

Too full for that reproach. My aged Dame . 

"Walked proudly at my side : she guided me ; 

I willing, nay — nay, wishing to be led. 

— The face of every neighbour whom I met 

"Was like a volume to me ; some were hailed 

Upon the road, some busy at their work. 

Unceremonious greetings interchanged 

"With half the length of a long field between. 

Among my schoolfeUows I scattered round 

Like recognitions, but with some constraint 

Attended, doubtless, with a little pride, 

But with more shame, for my habiliments, 

The transformation wrought by gay attire. 

Not less delighted did I take my place 

At our domestic table : and, dear Friend ! 

In this endeavour simply to relate 

A Poet's history, may I leave untold 

The thankfulness with which I laid me down 

In my accustomed bed, more welcome now 

Perhaps than if it had been more desired 

Or been more often thought of with regret ; 

That lowly bed whence I had heard the wind 

Boar, and the rain beat hard ; where I so oft 

Had lain awake on summer nights to watch 
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The moon in splendour couched among the leaves 

Of a tall ash, that near our cottage stood ; 

Had watched her with fixed eyes while to and fro 

In the dark summit of the waving tree 

She rocked with everj impulse of the breeze. 

Among the favourites whom it pleased me well 
To see again, was one by ancient right 
Our inmate, a rough terrier of the hills ; 
By birth and call of nature pre-ordained 
To hunt the badger and unearth the fox 
Among the impervious crags, but having been 
From youth our own adopted, he had passed 
Into a gentler service. And when first 
The bo3rish spirit flagged, and day by day 
Along my veins I kindled with the stir, 
The fermentation, and the vernal heat 
Of poesy, affecting private shades 
Like a sick Lover, then this dog was used 
To watch me, an attendant and a friend, 
Obsequious to my steps early and late, 
Though often of such dilatory walk 
Tired, and uneasy at the halts I made. 
A hundred times when, roving high and low, 
I have been harassed with the toil of verse. 
Much pains and little progress, and at once 
Some lovely Image in the song rose up 
Full-formed, like Venus rising from the sea ; 
Then have I darted forwards to let loose 
My hand upon his back with stormy joy, 
Caressing him again and yet again. 
And when at evening on the public way 
I sauntered, like a river murmuring 
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And talking to itself when all things else 

Are still, the creature trotted on before ; 

Such was his custom ; but whene'er he met 

A passenger approaching, he would turn 

To give me timely notice, and straightway, 

Grateful for that admonishment, I hushed 

]V[y voice, composed my gait, and, with the air 

And mien of one whose thoughts are free, advanced 

To give and take a greeting that might save 

My name from piteous rumours, such as wait 

On men suspected to be crazed in brain. 

Those walks well worthy to be prized and loved — 
Eegretted ! — that word, too, was on my tongue, 
But they were richly laden with all good, 
And cannot be remembered but with thanks 
And gratitude, and perfect joy of heart — 
Those walks in all their freshness now came back 
Like a returning Spring. When first I made 
Once more the circuit of our little lake, 
If ever happiness hath lodged with man, 
That day consummate happiness was mine, 
"Wide-spreading, steady, calm, contemplative. 
The sun was set, or setting, when I left 
Our cottage door, and evening soon brought on 
A sober hour, not winning or serene, 
For cold and raw the air was, and untuned : 
But as a face we love is sweetest then 
When sorrow damps it, or, whatever look 
It chance to wear, is sweetest if the heart 
Have fulness in herself; even so with me 
It fared that evening. Q-ently did my soul 
Put off her veil, and, self-transmuted, stood 



I 



176 THE PRELUDE. 

Naked, as in the presence of her G-od. 

While on I walked, a comfort seemed to touch 

A heart that had not been disconsolate : 



I Strength came where weakness was not known to be, 

I At least not felt ; and restoration came 

Like an intruder knocking at the door 
Of unacknowledged weariness. I took 

p The balance, and with firm hand weighed myself. 

— Of that external scene which round me lay, 

I Little, in this abstraction, did I see ; 

Remembered less ; but I had inward hopes 

And swellings of the spirit, was rapt and soothed. 

Conversed with promises, had glimmering views 

How life pervades the undecaying mind ; 

How the immortal soul with God-like power 

Informs, creates, and thaws the deepest sleep 

That time can lay upon her ; how on earth, 

Man, if he do but live within the light 

Of high endeavours, daily spreads abroad 

His being armed with strength that cannot fail. 

Nor was there want of milder thoughts, of love, 

Of innocence, and holiday repose ; 

And more than pastoral quiet, 'mid the stir 

Of boldest projects, and a peaceful end 

At last, or glorious, by endurance won. 

Thus musing, in a wood I sate me down 

Alone, continuing there to muse : the slopes 

And heights meanwhile were slowly overspread 

With darkness, and before a rippling breeze 

The long lake leugthened out its hoary line, 

And in the sheltered coppice where I sate. 

Around me from among the hazel leaves. 

Now here, now there, moved by the straggling wind, 
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Game ever and anon a breath-like sound, 
Quick as the pantings of the faithful dog. 
The off and on companion of my walk ; 
And such, at times, believing them to be, 
I turned my head to look if he were there ; 
Then into solemn thought I passed once more. 

A freshness also found I at this time 
In human Life, the daily life of those 
"Whose occupations really I loved ; 
The peaceful scene oft filled me with surprise 
Changed like a garden in the heat of spring 
After an eight-days' absence. For (to omit 
The things which were the same and yet appeared 
Par otherwise) amid this rural solitude, 
A narrow Vale where each was known to all, 
'Twas not indifferent to a youthful mind 
To mark some sheltering bower or sunny nook, 
Where an old man had used to sit alone, 
Now vacant ; pale-faced babes whom I had left 
In arms, now rosy prattlers at the feet 
Of a pleased grandame tottering up and down ; 
And growing girls whose beauty, filched away 
With all its pleasant promises, was gone 
To deck some slighted pla3rmate's homely cheek. 

Yes, I had something of a subtler sense, 
And often looking round was moved to sm^es 
Such as a delicate work of humour breeds ; 
I read, without design, the opinions, thoughts, 
Of those plain-living people now observed 
With clearer knowledge ; with another eye 
I saw the quiet woodman in the woods, 

TOL. V, » 
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The sheplierd roam the hills. With new delight^ 

This chiefly, did I note my grey-haiped Dame ; 

Saw her go forth to church or other work 

Of state equipped in monumental trim ; 

Short velvet cloak, (her bonnet of the like), 

A mantle such as Spanish Cavaliers 

Wore in old times. Her smooth domestic life, 

Affectionate without disquietude^ 

Her talk, her business, pleased me ; and no less 

Her dear though shallow stream of pietj 

That ran on Sabbath days a fresher coarse ; 

With thoughts unfelt till now I saw her read 

Her Bible on hot Sunday afbemoons. 

And loved the book, when she had dropped asleep 

And made of it a pillow for her head. 

Nor less do I remember to have felt, 
Distinctly manifested at this time, 
A human-heartedness about my love 
"For objects hitherto the absolute wealth 
Of my own private being and no more ; 
Which I had loved, even as a blessed spirit 
Or Angel, if he were to dwell on earth, 
Might love in individual happiness. 
But now there opened on me other thoughts 
Of change, congratulation or regret, 
A pensive feeling ! It spread far and wide ; 
The trees, the mountains shared it, and the brooks, 
The stars of Heaven, now seen in their old haunts — 
White Sirius glittering o'er the southern ctaiga^ 
Orion with his belt, and those fair Seven, 
Acquaintances of every little child. 
And Jupiter, my own beloved star I 
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"Wliatever shadiings of mortalitj, 
Wliateyer importB from the woiid of death 
Had come among tiiese objects heretofore, 
Were, in the main, of mood leas tender : strongs 
Deep, gloomy were they, and severe ; the scatterings 
Of awe or tremulous dread, that had given waj 
In later youth to yearnings of a love 
Enthusiastic, to delight and hope. 

As one who hangs down»bending fixim the jside 
Of a slow-moving boat, upon the breast 
Of a still water, soiacing himself 
With such discoveries as his eye ean make 
Beneath him in the bottom of the deep. 
Sees many beauteous sights — ^weeds, fishes, flowers^ 
Grots, pebbles, roots of trees, and faneies more. 
Yet often is perplexed, and cannot part 
The shadow &om the substance, roeks and sky, 
Mountains and clouds, rejected in the depth 
Of the dear flood, from iiiings which there abide 
In their true dwelling ; now is crossed by gleam 
Of his own image, by a sun-beam bow, 
And wavering motions sent he knows not whence. 
Impediments that make his task more sweet-; 
Such pleasant office have we long pursued 
Incumbent o'er ihe surface of past time 
With like success, nor often have appeared 
Shapes fairer or less doubtfully discerned 
Than these to which the Tale, indulgent Friend t 
Would now direct thy notice. Yet in spite 
Of pleasure won, and knowledge not withheld. 
There was an inner falling off — I loved. 
Loved deeply all that had been loved before, 

>2 
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More deeply even thaii ever : but a swami 

Of heady sdiemes jostling each other, gawds, 

And feast and dance, and public revelry, 

And sports and games (too grateful in themselves, 

Tet in themselves less grateful, I believe, 

Than as they were a badge glossy and fresh 

Of manliness and freedom) all conspired 

To lure my mind from firm habitual quest 

Of feeding pleasures, to depress the zeal 

And damp those yearnings which had once been min< 

A wild, unworldly-minded youth, given up 

To his own eager thoughts. It would demand 

Some shill, and longer time than may be spared 

To paint these vanities, and how they wrought 

In haunts where they, tiU now, had been unknown. 

It seemed the very garments that I wore 

Preyed on my strength, and stopped the quiet strean 

Of self-forgetfulness. 

Yes, that heartless chase 
Of trivial pleasures was a poor exchange 
Eor books and nature at that early age. 
'Tis true, some casual knowledge might be gained 
Of character or life ; but at that time. 
Of manners put to school I took small note, 
And all my deeper passions lay elsewhere. 
Far better had it been to exalt the mind 
By solitary study, to uphold 
Intense desire through meditative peace ; 
And yet, for chastisement of these regrets, 
The memory of one particular hour 
Doth here rise up against me. *Mid a throng 
Of maids and youths, old men, and matrons staid, 
A medley of all tempers, I had passed 
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The night in dancing, gaiety, and mirtli, 
With din of instruments and shuffling feet. 
And glancing fonns, and tapers glittering, 
And unaimed prattle flying up and down ; 
Spirits upon the stretch, and here and there 
Slight shocks of young loye-liking interspersed. 
Whose transient pleasure mounted to the head, 
And tingled through the veins. Ere we retired. 
The cock had crowed, and now the eastern sky 
Was kindling, not unseen, from humble copse 
And open field, through which the pathway wound. 
And homeward led my steps. Magnificent 
The morning rose, in memorable pomp. 
Glorious as e'er I had beheld — in front, 
The sea lay laughing at a distance ; near. 
The solid mountains shone, bright as the clouds^ 
Grain-tinctured, drenched in empyrean light ; 
And in the meadows and the lower grounds 
Was aU the sweetness of a common dawn — 
Dews, vapours, and the melody of birds, 
And labourers going forth to tiU the fields. 
Ah ! need I say, dear Friend ! that to the brim 
My heart was frdl ; I made no vows, but vows 
Were then made for me ; bond unknown to me 
Was given, that I should be, else sinning greatly , 
A dedicated Spirit. On I walked 
In thankful blessedness, which yet survives. 

Strange rendezvous I My mind was at that time 
A parti-coloured show of grave and gay. 
Solid and light, short-sighted and profound ; 
Of inconsiderate habits and sedate. 
Consorting in one mansion unreproved. 
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The worth I knew of powers that I possessed. 
Though slighted and too ofb misused. Besides, 
That summer, swarming as it did with thoughts 
Transient and idle, lacked not interrals 
When F0II7 from the frown of fleeting Time 
Shrunk, and the mind experienced in herself 
Conformity as just as that ci old 
To the end and written spirit of Gk)d's works. 
Whether held forth in Nature or in Man, 
Through pregnant Yision, separate or conjoined. 

When from our better selres we hare too long 
Been parted hj the hurrying world, and droop. 
Sick of its business, of its pleasures tired. 
How gracious, how benign, is Solitude ; 
How potent a mere image of her sway ; 
Most potent when impressed upon the mind 
With an appropriate human centre — ^hermit, 
Deep in the bosom of the wilderness ; 
Votary (in vast cathedral, where no foot 
Is treading, where no other face is seen) 
Kneeling at prayers | or watchman on the top 
Of lighthouse, beaten by Atlantic wayes ; 
Or as the soul of that great Power is met 
Sometimes embodied on a public road, 
When, for the night deserted, it assumes 
A character of quiet more profound 
Than pathless wastes. 

Once, when those summer months 
Were flown, and autumn brought its annual show 
Of oars with oars contending, sails with sails, 
Upon Winander*8 spacious breast, it chanced 
That — rafter I had left a flower-decked room 
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(Whose in-doop paatime, Kghted up, surriyed 
To a late hour)^ and spirits oTerwrought 
Were making night do penance for a day 
Spent in a round of strenuous idleness-— 
My homeward course led up a long ascent, 
Where the road's watery sur&ce, to the top 
Of that sharp rising, glittered to the moon 
And hore the semhlance of another stream 
Stealing with silent lapse to join the brook 
That murmured in the vale. All else was still ; 
No Uving thing appeared in earth or air. 
And, save the flowing water's peaceful voice, 
Sound there was none— but, lo ! an uncouth shape, 
Shown by a sudden turning of the road. 
So near that, slipping back into the shade 
Of a thick hawthorn, I could mark him well, 
Myself unseen. He was of stature tall, 
A span above man's common measure, tall, 
Stiff, lank, and upright ; a more meagre man 
Was never seen before by night or day. 
^ Long were his arms, pallid his hands ; his mouth 
Looked ghastly in the moonlight : from behind, 
A mile-stone propped him ; I could also ken 
That he was clothed in military garb, 
Though faded, yet entire. Gompanionless, 
"No dog attending, by no staff sustained. 
He stood, and in his very dress appeared 
A desolation, a simplicity. 
To which the trappings of a gaudy world 
Make a strange back-ground. From his lips, ere long. 
Issued low muttered sounds, as if of pain 
Or some uneasy thought ; yet still his form 
£ept the same awM steadiness — at his feet 
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His Shadow lay, and moved not. From self-blame 

Not wholly free, I watched him thus ; at length 

Subduing my heart's specious cowardice, 

I left the shady nook where I had stood 

And hailed him. Slowly from his resting-place 

He rose, and with a lean and wasted arm 

In measured gesture lifted to his head 

Betumed my salutation ; then resumed 

His station as before ; and when I asked 

His history, the veteran, in reply, 

"Was neither slow nor eager ; but, unmoved. 

And with a quiet uncomplaining voice, 

A stately air of mild indifference. 

He told in few plain words a soldier's tale — 

That in the Tropic Islands he had served. 

Whence he had landed scarcely three weeks past; 

That on his landing he had been dismissed. 

And now was travelling towards his native home. 

This heard, I said, in pity, " Come with me." 

He stooped, and straightway from the ground took up 

An oaken staff by me yet unobserved — 

A staff which must have dropped from his slack hand 

And lay till now neglected in the grass. 

Though weak his step and cautious, he appeared 

To travel without pain, and I beheld. 

With an astonishment but ill suppressed. 

His ghostly figure moving at my side ; 

Nor could I, while we journeyed thus, forbear 

To turn from present hardships to the past. 

And speak of war, battle, and pestilence. 

Sprinkling this talk with questions, better spared, 

On what he might himself have seen or felt. 

He all the while was in demeanour calm, 
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Concise in answer ; solemn and sublime 
He might have seemed, but that in all he said 
There was a strange half-absence, as of one 
Knowing too well the importance of his theme, 
But feeling it no longer. Our discourse 
Soon ended, and together on we passed 
In silence through a wood gloomj and still. 
Up-turning, then, along an open field. 
We reached a cottage. At the door I knocked. 
And eamestlj to charitable care 
Commended him as a poor friendless man. 
Belated and bj sickness overcome. 
Assured that now the traveller would repose 
In comfort, I entreated that henceforth 
He would not linger in the public ways. 
But ask for timelj furtherance and help 
Such as his state required. At this reproof, 
With the same ghastly mildness in his look. 
He said, " My trust is in the God of Heaven, 
And in the eye of him who passes me ! " 

The cottage door was speedily unbarred, 
And now the soldier touched his hat once more 
With his lean hand, and in a faltering voice. 
Whose tone bespake reviving interests 
TiU then unfelt, he thanked me ; I returned 
The farewell blessing of the patient man. 
And so we parted. Back I cast a look. 
And lingered near the door a little space. 
Then sought with quiet heart my distant home. 
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Whin Contemplation, like the night-calni felt 

Through earth and aky, s{»reads widely, and aenda deep 

Into the Boul its tranquillising power, 

Even then I sometimes grieve for thee, O Man, 

Earth's paramount Creature I not so much for woes 

That thou endurest ; heavy though that weight be. 

Cloud-like it mounts, or touched with light divine 

Doth melt away ; but for those palms achieved| 

Through length of time, by patient exercise 

Of study and hard thought ; there, there, it is 

That sadness jSnds its fuel Hitherto, 

In progress through this Yerse, my mind hath looked 

Upon the speaking face of earth and heaven 

As her prime teacher, intercourse with man 

Established by the sovereign Intellect, 

Who through that bodily image hath diffused, 

As might appear to the eye of fleeting time, 

A deathless spirit. Thou also, man ! hast wrought, 

Por commerce of thy nature with herself, 

Things that aspire to imconquerable life ; 

And yet we feel — ^we cannot choose but feel — 

That they must perish. Tremblings of the heart 

It gives, to think that our immortal being 

No more shall need such garments ; and yet man. 

As long as he shall be the child of earth. 
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JSjght almost ** weep to liaye" what he may lose, 

l^OT be himself extingmshed, but suTyiTe^ 

Abject, depressedi forlorn, disconsolate. 

A thought is with me sometimes, and I say, — 

Should the whole frame of earth by inward throes 

Be wrenched, or fire come down from far to scorch 

Her pleasant habitations^ and dry up 

Old Ocean, in his bed left singed and bare. 

Yet would the living Presence still subsist 

Yictorious, and composure would ensue, 

And kindlings like the morning — ^presage sure 

Of day returning and of life reTiyed.j 

Sut aJl the meditations of mankind. 

Yea, all the adamantine holds of truth 

Sy reason built, or passion, which itself 

Is highest reason in a soul sublime ; 

The consecrated works of Bard and Sage, 

Sensuous or intellectual, wrought by men, 

Twin labourers and heirs of the same hopes ; 

Where would they be P Oh ! why hatii not the Mind 

Some element to stamp her image on 

In nature somewhat nearer to her own P 

Why, gifted with such powers to send abroad 

Her spirit, must it lodge in shrines so frail ? 

One day, when from my lips a like complaint 
Had fallen in presence of a studious friend, 
He with a smile made answer, that in truth 
'Twas going far to seek disquietude ; 
But on the front of his reproof confessed 
That he himself had oftentimes given way 
To kindred hauntings. Whereupon I told. 
That once in the stillness of a summer's noon, 
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Wbile I was seated in a rocky care 

By the sea-side, perufdng, so it cbanced. 

The famons history of the errant knight 

Becorded by Cervantes, these same thoughts 

Beset me, and to height unusual rose. 

While listlessly I sate, and, having closed 

The book, had turned my eyes toward the wide sea. 

On poetry and geometric truth. 

And their high privilege of lasting life, 

Prom all internal injury exempt, 

I mused ; upon these chiefly : and at length, 

My senses yielding to the sultry air, 

Sleep seized me, and I passed into a dream. 

I saw before me stretched a boundless plain 

Of sandy wilderness, all black and void. 

And as I looked around, distress and fear 

Game creeping over me, when at my side. 

Close at my side, an uncouth shape appeared 

Upon a dromedary, mounted high. 

He seemed an Arab of the Bedouin tribes : 

A lance he bore, and underneath one arm 

A stone, and in the opposite hand a shell 

Of a surpassing brightness. At the sight 

Much I rejoiced, not doubting but a guide 

Was present, one who with unerring skill 

Would through the desert lead me ; and while yet 

I looked and looked, self-questioned what this freight 

Which the new comer carried through the waste 

Could mean, the Arab told me that the stone 

(To give it in the language of the dream) 

Was " Euclid's Elements ; " and " This," said he, 

" Is something of more worth ; " and at the word 

Stretched forth the shell, so beautiful in shape, 
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In colour so resplendent, with command 
That I should hold it to mj ear. I did so. 
And heard that instant in an unknown tongue. 
Which jet I understood, articulate sounds, 
A loud prophetic blast of harmony ; 
An Ode, in passion uttered, which foretold 
Destruction to the children of the earth 
Sj deluge, now at hand. No sooner ceased 
The song, than the Arab with calm look declared 
That all would come to pass of which the voice 
Had given forewarning, and that he himself 
Was going then to buiy those two books : 
The one that held acquaintance with the stars, 
And wedded soul to soul in purest bond 
Of reason, undisturbed by space or time ; 
The other that was a god, yea many gods. 
Had voices more than all the winds, with power 
To exhilarate the spirit, and to soothe. 
Through every clime, the heart of human kind. 
While this was uttering, strange as it may seem, 
I wondered not, although I plainly saw 
The one to be a stone, the other a shell; 
Nor doubted once but that they both were books. 
Having a perfect faith in all that passed. 
Par stronger, now, grew the desire I felt 
To cleave unto this man ; but when I prayed 
To share his enterprise, he hurried on 
Becikless of me : I followed, not unseen, 
For oftentimes he cast a backward look. 
Grasping his twofold treasure. — Lance in rest^ 
He rode, I keeping pace with him ; and now 
He, to my fancy, had become the knight 
Whose tale Cervantes tells ; yet not the knight, 
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But was aa Arab of tlie deaeft too ; 

Of tiieae was neiiher, and was both at onee. 

Bis coantenaiioe, meanwhile, grav mase 

And, looking backwards wlien he looked, mine eyes 

Saw, over half the wildemeas diffnaed, 

A bed of guttering light: I asked tiie eaoae : 

''It is," said he, ''the waters of the dei^ 

Grathering upon ns;" ^nickening tiiCB. the pace 

Of the nnwieldj creatine he bestzode. 

He 1^ me : I called after him akmd ; 

He heeded not; bnt, with hia twofold duDge 

StDl in his grasp, before me, foil in Tiew, 

"Went hnirying o'er the illimitable waate, 

With the fleet waters of a drowning world 

In chase of him ; whereat I waked in tenor. 

And saw the sea before me, and tiie book. 

In which I had been readings at mj 



EoU often, taking firom the wodd of sleep 
This Arab phantom, which I thus beheld. 
This semi-Qoixote, I to him have given 
A substance, fancied him a lining man, 
A gentle dweller in the desert, crazed 
By love and feeling, and internal tiioogfat 
detracted among endless solitudes ; 
Haye shaped him wandering upon thia quest! 
I^or have I pitied him ; but rather felt 
Beverence was due to a being thus employed; 
And thought that, in the blind and awfbl lair 
Of such a madness, reason did lie ooudied. 
Enow there are on earth to take in duirge 
Their wives, their children, and their virgin loves, 
Or whatsoever else the heart holds dear; 



BOOKS. 191 

Enow to stir for these ; yea, will I say. 

Contemplating in Bobemesa the approadi 

Of on event so dire, by signs inearth 

Or heaven made manifest, that I oould share 

That maniac's fond anxiety, and go 

Upon like errand. Ofbentunes at least 

Me hath such strong entrancement overcome^ 

When I have held a- volume in my hand, 

Poor earthly casket of immortal verse, 

Shakespeare, or Milton, labourers divine ! 

Great and benign, indeed, must be the power 
Of living nature, which could thus so long 
Detain me from the best of other guides 
And dearest helpers, left unthanked, unpraised, 
Even in the time of lisping infancy ; 
And later down, in prattiing childhood even, 
While I was travelling back among tiiose days, 
How could I ever play an ingrate's part ? 
Once more should I have made those bowers resound, 
Sy intermingling strains of thankfulness 
With their own thoughtless m^odies ; at leart 
It might have well beseemed me to repeat 
Some simply fashioned tale, to tell again. 
In slender accents of sweet verse, some tale 
That did bewitch me then, and soothes me now. 
O Friend ! O Poet ! brother of my soul. 
Think not that I oould pass along untouched 
By these remembrances. Yet wherefore speak t 
Why call upon a few weak words to say 
What is already written in the hearts 
Of all that breathe P — ^what in the path of all 
Drops daily &om the tongae of every child. 
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Wherever man is found ? The trickling tear 
Upon the cheek of listening In£mcy 
Proclaims it, and the insapeiable look 
That drinks as if it never could be full. 

That portion of m j stoiy I shall leave 
There registered : whatever else of power 
Or pleasure sown, or fostered thus, may be 
Peculiar to myself, let that remain 
Where still it works, though hidden from all search 
Among the depths of time. Yet is it just 
That here, in memory of all books which lay 
Their sure foundations in the heart of man. 
Whether by native prose, or numerous verse, 
That in the name of all inspired souls — 
"From Homer the great Thunderer, frt>m the voice 
That roars along the bed of Jewish song, 
And that more varied and ebiborate, 
Those trumpet-tones of harmony that shake 
Our shores in England, — from those loftiest notes 
Down to the low and wren-like warblings, made 
For cottagers and spinners at the wheel, 
And sun-burnt travellers resting their tired limbs, 
Stretched under wayside hedge-rows, ballad tunes, 
Pood for the hungry ears of little ones. 
And of old men who have survived their joys — 
'Tis just that in behalf of these, the works. 
And of the men that framed them, whether known, 
Or sleeping nameless in their scattered graves, 
That I should here assert their rights, attest 
Their honours, and should, once for all, pronounce 
Their benediction ; speak of them as Powers 
Por ever to be hallowed ; only less, 
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Pop what we are and what we may become, 
Than Nature's self, which is the breath of Q-od, 
Or His pure "Word by miracle revealed. 

Barely and with reluctance would I stoop 
To transitory themes ; yet I rejoice. 
And, by these thoughts admonished, will pour out 
Thanks with uplifted heart, that I was reared 
Safe from an evil which these days have laid 
Upon the children of the land, a pest 
That might have dried me up, body and soul. 
This Terse is dedicate to Nature's self, 
And things that teach as Nature teaches : then, 
Oh ! where had been the Man, the Poet where, 
Where had we been, we two, beloved Priend ! 
If in the season of unperilous choice. 
In lieu of wandering, as we did, through vales 
Eich with indigenous produce, open ground 
Of Pancy, happy pastures ranged at will. 
We had been followed, hourly watched, and noosed, 
Each in his several melancholy walk 
Stringed like a poor man's heifer at its feed, 
Led through the lanes in forlorn servitude ; 
Or rather like a stallM ox debarred 
Prom touch of growing grass, that may not taste 
A flower till it have yielded up its sweets 
A prelibation to the mower's scythe. 

Behold the parent hen amid her brood, 
Though fledged and feathered, and well pleased to part 
And straggle from her presence, still a brood. 
And she herself from the maternal bond 
Still undischarged ; yet doth she little more 

VOL. V. o 
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Than move with them in tenderness and love, 

A centre to the circle which they make ; 

And now and then, alike from need of theirs 

And call of her own natural appetites, 

She scratches, ransacks up the earth for food. 

Which they partake at pleasure. Early died 

My honoured Mother, she who was the heart 

And hinge of all our learnings and our loves : 

She left us destitute, and, as we might. 

Trooping together. Little suits it me 

To break upon the sabbath of her rest 

With any thought that looks at others' blame ; 

Nor would I praise her but in perfect love. 

Hence am I checked : but let me boldly say, 

In gratitude, and for the sake of truth. 

Unheard by her, that she, not falsely taught, 

Fetching her goodness rather from times past, 

Than shaping novelties for times to come, 

Had no presumption, no such jealousy, 

Nor did by habit of her thoughts mistrust 

Our nature, but had virtual faith that He 

Who fills the mother's breast with innocent milk. 

Doth also for our nobler part provide. 

Under His great correction and control. 

As innocent instincts, and as innocent food ; 

Or draws, for minds that are lefb free to trust 

In the simplicities of opening life. 

Sweet honey out of spumed or dreaded weeds. 

This was her creed, and therefore she was pure 

Trom anxious fear of error or mishap. 

And evil, overweeningly so called ; 

Was not puffed up by false unnatural hopes, 

Nor selfish with unnecessary cares, 
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Nor with impatience from the season asked 
More than its timely produce ; rather loved 
The hours for what thej are, than from regard 
Glanced on their promises in restless pride. 
Such was she— not from faculties more strong 
Than others have, but from the times, perhaps, 
And spot in which she Hved, and through a grace 
Of modest meekness, simple-mindedness, 
A heart that found benignity and hope, 
Being itself benign. 

Mj drift I fear 
Is scarcely obvious ; but, that common sense 
May try this modem system by its fruits. 
Leave let me take to place before her sight 
A specimen pourtrayed with faithful hand. 
Full early trained to worship seemliness. 
This model of a child is never known 
To mix in quarrels ; that were feir beneath 
Its dignity ; with gifts he bubbles o'er 
As generous as a fountain ; selfishness 
May not come near him, nor the little throng 
Of flitting pleasures tempt him from his path ; 
The wandering beggars propagate his name. 
Dumb creatures find him tender as a nun. 
And natural or supernatural fear. 
Unless it leap upon him in a dream. 
Touches him not. To enhance the wonder, see 
How arch his notices, how nice his sense 
Of the ridiculous ; not blind is he 
To the broad follies of the licensed world. 
Yet innocent himself withal, though shrewd, 
And can read lectures upon innocence ; 
A miracle of scientific lore, 

o2 
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Ships he can guide across the pathless sea. 

And tell you all their cunning ; he can read 

The inside of the earth, and spell the stars ; 

He knows the policies of foreign lands ; 

Can string you names of districts, cities, towns. 

The whole world over, tight as beads of dew 

Upon a gossamer thread ; he sifts, he weighs ; 

All things are put to question ; he must live 

Knowing that he grows wiser every day 

Or else not live at all, and seeing too 

Each little drop of wisdom as it falls 

Into the dimpling cistern of his heart : 

!For this unnatural growth the trainer blame, 

Pity the tree. — Poor human vanity, 

Wert thou extinguished, little would be left 

Which he could truly love ; but how escape ? 

Por, ever as a thought of purer birth 

Bises to lead him toward a better dime. 

Some intermeddler still is on the watch 

To drive him back, and pound him, like a stray. 

Within the pinfold of his own conceit. 

Meanwhile old grandame earth is grieved to find 

The playthings, which her love designed for him, 

XJnthought of: in their woodland beds the flowers 

Weep, and the river sides are all forlorn. 

Oh ! give us once again the wishing cap 

Of Eortunatus, and the invisible coat 

Of Jack the Giant-killer, Bobin Hood, 

And Sabra in the forest with St. George ! 

The child, whose love is here, at least, doth reap 

One precious gain, that he forgets himself. 

These mighty workmen of our later age, 
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"Who, with a broad highway, have overhridged 

The froward chaos of futurity, 

Tamed to their bidding ; they who have the skill 

To manage books, and things, and make them act 

On infant minds as surely as the sun 

Deals with a flower ; the keepers of our time, 

The guides and wardens of our Acuities, 

Sages who in their prescience would control 

All accidents, and to the very road 

Which they have fashioned would confine us down, 

Like engines ; when will their presumption learn, 

That in the unreasoning progress of the world 

A wiser spirit is at work for us, 

A better eye than theirs, most prodigal 

Of blessings, and most studious of our good. 

Even in what seem our most unfruitful hours ? 

* There was a Boy : ye knew him well, ye cliffis 
And isknds of Winander !— many a time 
At evening, when the earliest stars began 
To move along the edges of the hills, 
Bising or setting, would he stand alone 
Beneath the trees or by the glimmering lake, 
And there, with fingers interwoven, both hands 
Pressed closely palm to palm, and to his mouth 
Uplifted, he, as through an instrument, 
Blew mimic hootings to the silent owls, 
That they might answer him ; and they would shoufc 
Across the watery vale, and shout again, 
Besponsive to his call, with quivering peals, 
And long halloos and screams, and echoes loud, 
Bedoubled and redoubled, concourse wild 

* Seo voL ii. p. 96.— .Sa. 
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Of jocond din; and, wHen a lengthened pause 
Of silence came and baffled his best skill, 
Then sometimes, in that silence while he hung 
Listening, a gentle shock of mild surprise 
Has carried far into his heart the voice 
Of mountain torrents ;. or the visible scene 
Would enter unawares into his mind, 
With all its solemn imagery, its rocks. 
Its woods, and that imcertain heaven, received 
Into the bosom of the steady lake. 

This Boy was taken from his mates, and died 
In childhood, ere he was full twelve years old. 
Fair is the spot, most beautiful the vale 
Where he was bom ; the grassy churchyard hangs 
Upon a slope above the village school, 
And through that churchyard when my way has led 
On summer evenings, I believe that there 
A long half hour together I have stood 
Mute, looking at the grave in which he lies ! 
Even now appears before the mind's dear eye 
That self-same village church ; I see her sit 
(The thronM Lady whom erewhile we hailed) 
On her green hill, forgetful of this Boy 
Who slumbers at her feet, — forgetful, too, 
Of all her silent neighbourhood of graves. 
And listening only to the gladsome sounds 
That, from the rural school ascending, play 
Beneath her and about her. May she long 
Behold a race of young ones like to those 
With whom I herded ! — (easily, indeed, 
We might have fed upon a fatter soil 
Of arts and letters — ^but be that forgiven) — 
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A race of real cMdren ; not too wise, 

Too learned, or too good ; but wanton, fresh. 

And bandied up and down hj love and hate ; 

Not unresentful where self-justified ; 

Pierce, moody, patient, venturous, modest, shy ; 

Mad at their sports like withered leaves in winds ; 

Though doing wrong and suffering, and full oft 

Bending beneath our life's mysterious weight 

Of pain, and doubt, and fear, yet yielding not 

In happiness to the happiest upon earth. 

Simplicity in habit, truth in speech. 

Be these the daily strengtheners of their minds ; 

May books and Nature be their early joy ! 

And knowledge, rightly honoured with that name — 

Knowledge not purchased by the loss of power ! 

"Well do I call to mind the very week 
"When I was first intrusted to the care 
Of that sweet Valley ; when its paths, its shores, 
And brooks were like a dream of novelty 
To my half-infant thoughts ; that very week, 
While I was roving up and down alone. 
Seeking I knew not what, I chanced to cross 
One of those open fields, which, shaped like ears, 
Make green peninsulas on Esthwaite's Lake : 
Twilight was coming on, yet through the gloom 
Appeared distinctly on the opposite shore 
A heap of garments, as if left by one 
Who might have there been bathing. Long I watched, 
But no one owned them ; meanwhile the calm lake 
Grew dark with all the shadows on its breast. 
And, now and then, a fish up-leaping snapped 
The breathless stillness. The succeeding day, 
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Those iincbumed garments telling a plain tale 
Drew to the spot an anxious crowd ; some looked 
In passire expectation finom the shore. 
While from a boat others hung o'er the deep. 
Sounding with grappling irons and long poles. 
At last, the dead man, 'mid that beauteous scene 
Of trees and hills and water, bolt upright 
Bose, with his ghastl j face, a spectre sliape 
Of terror ; yet no soul-debasing fear. 
Young as I was, a child not nine years old. 
Possessed me, for my inner eye had seen 
Such sights before, among the sliining streams 
Of faery land, the forest of romance. 
Their spirit hallowed the sad spectacle 
With decoration of ideal grace ; 
A dignity, a smoothness, like the works 
Of Ghrecian art, and purest poesy. 

A precious treasure had I long possessed, 
A little yellow, canras-coTered book, 
A slender abstract of the Arabian tales ; 
And, from companions in a new abode. 
When first I learnt, that this dear prize of mine 
Was but a block hewn from a mighty quarry — 
That there were four large volumes, laden all 
With kindred matter, 'twas to me, in truth, 
A promise scarcely earthly. Instantly, 
With one not richer than myself, I made 
A covenant that each should lay aside 
The moneys he possessed, and hoard up more, 
Till our joint savings had amassed enough 
To make this book our own. Through several months. 
In spite of all temptation, we preserved 
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Eeligiously that vow ; but firmness failed, 
Nor were we ever masters of our wish. 

And when thereafter to my father's house 
The holidays returned me, there to find 
That golden store of books which I had left, 
What joy was mine ! How often in the course 
Of those glad respites, though a soft west wind 
Euffled the waters to the angler's wish, 
Por a whole day together, have I lain 
Down by thy side, O Derwent ! murmuring stream, 
On the hot stones, and in the glaring sun. 
And there have read, devouring as I read. 
Defrauding the day's glory, desperate ! 
Till with a sudden bound of smart reproach, 
Such as an idler deals with in his shame, 
I to the sport betook myself again. 

A gracious spirit o'er this earth presides, 
And o'er the heart of man ; invisibly 
It comes, to works of unreproved delight, 
And tendency benign, directing those 
"Who care not, know not, think not, what they do. 
The tales that charm away the wakeful night 
In Araby, romances ; legends penned 
Por solace by dim light of monkish lamps ; 
[Fictions, for ladies of their love, devised 
By youthM squires ; adventures endless, spun 
By the dismantled warrior in* old age. 
Out of the bowels of those very schemes 
In which his youth did first extravagate ; 
These spread like day, and something in the shape 
Of these will live till man shall be no more. 
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Dumb jeamingBy bidd^i appetites, are onrSy 

And ikeif muti have their food. Our cbildhood sitSy 

Our simple diildhood, sits upon a tbrone 

That hath more power than all the elements. 

I guess not what this tells of Being past, 

lHoT what it augurs of the life to come ; 

But so it is ; and, in that dubious hour — 

That twilight — when we first begin to see 

This dawning earth, to recognise, expect, 

And, in the long probation that ensues, 

The time of trial, ere we leam to lire 

In reconcilement with our stinted powers ; 

To .endure this state of meagre vassalage, 

Unwilling to forego, confess, submit, 

TJnesaj and unsettled, joke-fellows 

To custom, mettlesome, and not jet tamed 

And humbled down— oh ! then we feel, we feel. 

We know where we have friends. Ye dreamers, then. 

Forgers of daring tales ! we bless jau. then, 

Impostors, drivellers, dotards, as the ape 

Philosophy will call you : then we feel 

With what, and how great might ye are in league. 

Who make our wish, our power, our thought a deed. 

An empire, a possession, — ye whom time 

And seasons serve ; all Faculties to whom 

Earth crouches, the elements are potter's day. 

Space like a heaven filled up with northern lights. 

Here, nowhere, there, and everywhere at once. 

Belinquishing this lofty eminence 
For ground, though humbler, not the less a tract 
Of the same isthmus, which our spirits cross 
In progress from their native continent 
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To earth and human life, the Song might dwell 

On that delightful time of growing youth, 

When craving for the marvellouB gives way 

To strengthening love for things that we have seen ; 

When soher truth and steady sympathies, 

Offered to notice by less daring pens, 

Take firmer hold of us, and words themselves 

Move us with conscious pleasure. 

I am sad 
At thought of rapture now for ever flown ; 
Almost to tears I sometimes could be sad 
To think of, to read over, many a page, 
Poems withal of name, which at that time 
Did never fail to entrance me, and are now* 
Dead in my eyes, dead as a theatre 
Presh emptied of spectators. Twice five years 
Or less I might have seen, when^rst my mind 
With conscious pleasgri^ opened to the charm 
Of words in tuneful order, found them sweet 
For their own sakes, a passion, and a power ; 
And phrases pleased me chosen for delight, 
Por pomp, or love. Oft, in the public roads 
Yet unfrequented, while the morning light 
Was yellowing the hill tops, I went abroad 
With a dear friend, and for the better part 
Of two delightful hours we strolled along 
By the still borders of the misty lake, 
Eepeating favourite verses with one voice, 
Or conning more, as happy as the birds 
That round us chaunted. Well might we be glad. 
Lifted above the ground by airy fancies. 
More bright than madness or the dreams of wine ; 
And, though full oft the objects of our love 
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"Were false, and in their splendour overwrought, 

Yet was there surely then no vulgar power 

Working within us, — ^nothing less, in truth. 

Than that most noble attribute of man. 

Though yet untutored and inordinate, 

That wish for something loftier, more adorned, 

Than is the common aspect, daily garb. 

Of human life. What wonder, then, if sounds 

Of exultation echoed through the groves ! 

Por, images, and sentiments, and words. 

And everything encountered or pursued 

In that delicious world of poesy, 

Kept holiday, a never-ending show, 

With music, incense, festival, and flowers ! 

Here must we pause : this only let me add, 
Erom heart-experience, and in humblest sense 
Of modesty, that he, who in his youth 
A daily wanderer among woods and fields 
With living Nature hath been intimate. 
Not only in that raw unpractised time 
Is stirred to extasy, as others are. 
By glittering verse ; but further, doth receive, 
In measure only dealt out to himself. 
Knowledge and increase of enduring joy 
From the great Nature that exists in works 
Of mighty Poets. Visionary power 
Attends the motions of the viewless winds, 
Embodied in the mystery of words : 
There, darkness makes abode, and all the host 
Of shadowy things work endless changes, — there. 
As in a mansion like their proper home. 
Even forms and substances are circumfused 
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By that transparent veil with Hght divine, 
And, through the tuiTiings intricate of verse, 
Present themselves as objects recognised, 
In flashes, and with glorj not their own. 
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The leaves were fading when to Esthwaite's banks 

And the simplicities of cottage life 

I bade farewell ; and, one among the youth 

Who, summoned by that season, reunite 

As scattered birds troop to the fowler's lure, 

Went back to Granta's cloisters, not so prompt 

Or eager, though as gay and undepressed 

In mind, as when I thence had taken flight 

A few short months before. I turned my face 

Without repining from the coves and heights 

Clothed in the sunshine of the withering fern ; 

Quitted, not loth, the mild magnificence 

Of calmer lakes and louder streams ; and you, 

Frank-hearted maids of rocky Cumberland, 

You and your not unwelcome days of mirth, 

Belinquished, and your nights of revelry. 

And in my own unlovely cell sate down 

In lightsome mood — such privilege has youth 

That cannot take long leave of pleasant thoughts. 
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The bonds of indolent society 
!Etelaxing in their hold, henceforth I Hved 
More to myself. Two winters may be passed 
Without a separate notice : many books 
"Were skimmed, devoured, or studiously perused, 
But with no settled plan. I was detached 
Internally from academic cares ; 
Yet independent study seemed a course 
Of hardy disobedience toward friends 
And kindred, proud rebellion and unkind. 
This spurious virtue, rather let it bear 
A name it now deserves, this cowardice. 
Gave treacherous sanction to that over-love 
Of freedom which encouraged me to turn 
!From regulations even of my own 
As from restraints and bonds. Yet who can tell — 
Who knows what thus may have been gained, both then 
And at a later season, or preserved ; 
What love of nature, what original strength 
Of contemplation, what intuitive truths 
The deepest and the best, what keen research. 
Unbiassed, unbewildered, and unawed P 

The Poet's soul was with me at that time ; 
Sweet meditations, the still overflow 
Of present happiness, while future years 
Lacked not anticipations, tender dreams, 
No few of which have since been realised ; 
And some remain, hopes for my future life. 
Four years and thirty, told this very week. 
Have I been now a sojourner on earth, 
By sorrow not unsmitten ; yet for me 
Life's morning radiance hath not left the hills, 
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Her dew is on the flowers. Those were the days 
Which also first emboldened me to trust 
With firmness, hitherto but slightly touched 
By such a daring thoHght, that I might leave 
Some monument behind me which pure hearts 
Should reverence. The instinctive humbleness, 
Maintained even by the very name and thought 
Of printed books and authorship, began 
To melt away ; and further, the dread awe 
Of mighty names was softened down and seemed 
Approachable, admitting fellowship 
Of modest sympathy. Such aspect now, 
Though not familiarly, my mind put on, 
Content to observe, to achieve, and to enjoy. 

• 

All winter long, whenever free to choose, 
Did I by night frequent the College grove 
And tributary walks ; the last, and oft 
The only one, who had been lingering there 
Through hours of silence, till the porter*s bell, 
A punctual follower on the stroke of nine, 
Bang with its blunt unceremonious voice ; 
Inexorable summons I Lofby elms, 
Inviting shades of opportune recess. 
Bestowed composure on a neighbourhood 
Unpeaceful in itself. A single tree 
With sinuous trunk, boughs exquisitely wreathed, 
Grew there ; an ash which Winter for himself 
Decked out with pride, and with outlandish grace : 
Up from the ground, and almost to the top. 
The trunk and every master branch were green 
With clustering ivy, and the lightsome twigs 
And outer spray profusely tipped with seeds 
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That hung in yellow taflsels, while the air 
Stirred them, not Toiceless. Often have I stood 
Poot-bound uplooking at this lovely tree 
Beneath a frosty moon. The hemisphere 
Of magic fiction, verse of mine perchance 
May never tread ; but scarcely Spenser^ s self 
Could have more tranquil visions in his youth^ 
Or could more bright appearances create 
Of human forms with superhuman powers, 
Than I beheld, loitering on calm clear nights 
Alone, beneath this fairy work of earth. 

On the vague reading of a truant youth 
'Twere idle to descant. My inner judgment 
Not seldom differed from my taste in books. 
As if it appertained to another mind. 
And yet the books which then I valued most 
Are dearest to me now; for, having scanned, 
Not heedlessly, the laws, and watched the forms 
Of Nature, in that knowledge I possessed 
A standard, often usefully applied. 
Even when unconsciously, to things removed 
!From a familiar sympathy. — In fine, 
I was a better judge of thoughts than words. 
Misled in estimating words, not only 
By common inexperience of youth. 
But by the trade in classic niceties. 
The dangerous craft, of culling term and phrase 
From languages that want the living voice 
To carry meaning to the natural heart ; 
To tell us what is passion, what is truth, 
What reason, what simplicity and sense. 
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Tet may we not entirely overlook 
The pleasure gathered from the rudiments 
Of geometric science. Though advanced 
In these enquiries, with regret I speak, 
1^0 fiarther than the threshold, there I found 
Both elevation and composed delight : 
With Indian awe and wonder, ignorance pleased 
With its own struggles, did I meditate 
On the relation those abstractions bear 
To Nature's laws, and by what process led, 
Those immaterial agents bowed their heads 
Duly to serve the mind of earth-born man ^ 
Prom star to star, from kindred sphere to sphere, 
Prom system on to system without end. 

More frequently from the same source I drew 
A pleasure quiet and profound, a sense 
Of permanent and tmiversal sway, 
And paramount belief; there, recognised 
A tjrpe, for finite natures, of the one 
Supreme Existence, the surpassing life 
Which — to the boundaries of space and time, 
Of melancholy space and doleful time, 
Superior and incapable o£ change. 
Nor touched by weltenngs of passion — ^is. 
And hath the name of, God. Transcendent peace 
And silence did await upon these thoughts 
That were a frequent comfort to my youth. 

'Tis told by one whom stormy waters threw, 
With fellow-sufferers by the shipwreck spared, 
Upon a desert coast, that having brought 
To land a single volume, saved by chance, 

VOL. V. 9 
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A treatise of Oeometrj, he wont, 

Although of food and clothing destitute, 

And beyond common wretchedness depressed* 

To part from company and take this book 

(Then first a self-taught pupil in its truths) 

To spots remote, and draw his diagrams 

With a long staff upon the sand, and thus 

Did oft beguile his sorrow, and ahnost 

Porget his feeling : so (if like effect 

From the same cause produced, 'mid outward things 

So different, may rightly be compared), 

So was it then with me, and so will be 

"With Poets ever. Mighty is the charm 

Of those abstractions to a mind beset 

With images and haunted by herself. 

And specially delightful imto me 

Was that dear synthesis built up aloft 

So gracefully ; eyen then when it appeared 

"Not more than a mere plaything, or a toy 

To sense embodied : not the thing it is 

In verity, an independent world, 

Created out of pure intelligence. 

« 

Such dispositions then were mine unearned 
By aught, I fear, of genuine desert — 
Mine, through heayen's grace and inborn aptitudes. 
And not to leave the story of that time 
Imperfect, with these habits must be joined, 
Moods melancholy, fits of spleen, that loyed 
A pensive sky, sad days, and piping vdnds. 
The twilight more than dawn, autumn than spring ; 
A treasured and luxurious gloom of choice 
And inclination mainly, and the mere 
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Bedundancy of youth's contentedness. 
< — To time thus spent, add multitudes of hours 
Pilfered away, by what the Bard who sang 
Of the Enchanter Indolence hath called 
*^ Good-natured lounging,'' and behold a map 
Of my collegiate life — far less intense 
Than duty called for, or, without regard 
To duty, mi^ht have sprung up of itself 
By change of accidents, or even, to speak 
Without unkindness, in another place. 
Yet why take refuge in that plea ? — ^the fault, 
This I repeat, was mine ; mine be the blame. 

In summer, making quest for works of art, 

Or scenes renowned for beauty, I explored 

That streamlet whose blue current works its way 

Between romantic Dovedale's spiry rocks ; 

Fried into Yorkshire dales, or hidden tracts 

Of my own native region, and was blest 

Between these sundry wi^derings with a joy 

Above all joys, that seemed another mom 

Bisen on mid noon ; blest with the presence, Friend ! 

Of that sole Sister, her who hath been long 

Dear to thee also, thy true friend and mine, 

I^ow, after separation desolate, 

Bestored to me — such absence that she seemed 

A gift then first bestowed. The varied banks 

Of Emont, hitherto unnamed in song. 

And that monastic castle, 'mid tall trees, 

Low standing by the margin of the stream, 

A mansion visited (as fame reports) 

By Sidney, where, in sight of our Helvellyn, 

Or stormy Cross-fell, snatches he might pen 

P2 
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Of liis Arcadia, by fraternal love 

Inspired ; — ^tbat nrer and tbose mouldering towers 

Have seen us side bj side, wben, baying domb 

Tbe darksome windings of a broken stur. 

And crept along a ridge of fractured wall, 

Not witbout trembling, we in safety looked 

Po^b, tbrougb some Gt)tbic window's open space, 

And gatbered witb one mind a ricb reward 

From tbe far-stretcbing landscape, by tbe ligbt 

Of morning beautified, or purple ere ; 

Or, not less pleased, lay on some turret's bead^ 

Catcbing from tufbs of grass and bare-bell flowers 

Tbeir faintest wbisper to tbe passing breeze, % 

Given out wbile mid-day beat oppressed tbe plains. 

Anotber maid tbere was, wbo also sbed 
A gladness o'er tbat season, tben to me, 
By ber exulting outside look of youtb 
Aiid placid imder-countenance, first endeared ; 
Tbat otber spirit, Coleridge ! wbo is now 
So near to us, tbat meek confiding heart. 
So reverenced by us botb. O'er patbs and fields 
In all tbat neigbbourbood, tbrougb narrow lanes 
Of eglantine, and tbrougb tbe sbady woods^ 
And o'er tbe Border Beacon, and tbe waste 
Of naked pools, and common crags tbat lay 
Exposed on tbe bare fell, were scattered love, 
Tbe spirit of pleasure, and youth's golden gleam. 
O !Friend ! we bad not seen thee at that time, 
And yet a power is on me, and a strong 
Confusion, and I seem to plant thee tbere. 
Far art thou wandered now in search of health 
And milder breezes, — ^melancholy lot ! 
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But tHou art with us, with us in the past, 

The present, with us in the times to come. 

There is no grief, no sorrow, no despair, 

No languor, no dejection, no dismay, 

1^0 absence scarcely can there be, for those 

Who love as we do. Speed thee well I divide 

With us thy pleasure ; thy returning strength, 

Beceive it daily as a joy of ours ; 

Share with us thy fresh spirits, whether gift 

Of gales Etesian or of tender thoughts. 

I, too, have been a wanderer ; but, alas ! 
B^w different the fate of different men. 
Though mutually unknown, yea nursed and reared 
As if in several elements, we were framed 
To bend at last to the same discipline, 
Predestined, if two beings ever were, 
To seek the same delights, and have one health, 
One happiness. Throughout this narrative. 
Else sooner ended, I have borne in mind 
Por whom it registers the birth, and marks the growth, 
Of gentleness, simplicity, and truth. 
And joyous loves, that hallow innocent days 
Of peace and self-command. Of rivers, fields, 
And groves I speak to thee, my Eriend ! to thee, 
Who, yet a liveried schoolboy, in the depths 
Of the huge city, on the leaded roof 
Of that wide edifice, thy school and home, 
Wert used to lie and gaze upon the clouds 
Moving in heaven ; or, of that pleasure tired. 
To shut thine eyes, and by internal light 
See trees, and meadows, and thy native stream, 
Far distant, thus beheld from year to year 
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Of a long exile. Nor could I forget, 

la tlds late portion of my argument, 

That scarcely, as mj term of pupilage 

Ceased, liad I left those academic bowers 

When thou wert thither guided. From the heart 

Of London, and from cloisters there, thou camest, 

And didst sit down in temperance and peace, 

A rigorous student. What a stormj course 

Then followed. Oh ! it is a pang that calls 

Eor utterance, to think what easy change 

Of circumstances might to thee have spared 

A world of pain, ripened a thousand hopes, 

Por ever withered. Through this retrospect e* 

Of tny collegiate life I still have had 

Thj after-sojourn in the self-same place 

Present before my eyes, have played with times 

And accidents as children do with cards. 

Or as a man, who, when his house is built, 

A frame locked up in wood and stone, doth still, 

As impotent fancy prompts, by his fireside, 

Sebuild it to his liking. I have thought 

Of thee, thy learning, gorgeous eloquence. 

And all the strength and plumage of thy youth| 

Thy subtle speculations, toils abstruse 

Among the schoolmen, and Platonic forms 

Of wild ideal pageantry, shaped out 

Prom things well-matched or ill, and words for things, 

The self-created sustenance of a mind 

Debarred from Nature's living images, 

Compelled to be a life unto herself. 

And unrelentingly possessed by thirst 

Of greatness, love, and beauty. Not alonOi 

Ah ! surely not in singleness of heart 
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Should I have seea the light of evening fade 
From smooth Cam's silent waters : had we met, 
Even at that early time, needs must I trust 
In the belief, that mj maturer age, 
My calmer habits, and more steady voice, 
"Would with an influence benign have soothed, 
Or chased away, the airy wretchedness 
That battened on thy youth. But thou hast trod 
A march of glory, which doth put to shame 
These vain regrets ; health suflers in thee, else 
Such grief for thee would be the weakest thought 
That ever harboured in the breast of man. 

A passing word erewhile did lightly touch 
On wanderings of my own, that now embraced 
With livelier hope a region wider far. 

When the third summer freed us from restraint, 
A youthful friend, he too a mountaineer, 
Not slow to share my wishes, took his stafi^. 
And sallying forth, we journeyed side by side, 
Bound to the distant Alps. A hardy slight, 
Did this unprecedented course imply. 
Of college studies and their set rewards ; 
I^or had, in truth, the scheme been formed by me 
Without uneasy forethought of the pain, 
The censures, and ill-omening, of those 
To whom my worldly interests were dear. 
But Nature then was sovereign in my mind. 
And mighty forms, seizing a youthful fancy, 
Had given a cliarter to irregular hopes. 
In any age of uneventful calm 
Among the nations, surely would my heart 
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Have been poaBesBed hy Bimilar desire ; 
But Europe at that time was thrilled with joy, 
IVance atanding on the top of golden hours, 
And human nature seeming bom again. 

Lightly equipped, and but a few brief looks 
Cast on the white cliffa of our native shore 
From the receding vessel's deck, we chanced 
To land at Galaia on the very eve 
Of that great federal day ; and there ve saw, 
In a mean city, and among a few, 
How bright a face is worn when joy of one 
la joy for tens of milliona. Southward thence 
We held our way, direct through hamlets, towns, 
Gaudy with reliquea of that festiTal, 
Flowers left to wither on triumphal area. 
And window-garlands. On the public roads. 
And, once, three days aucceseively, through paths 
By which our toilsome journey was abridged. 
Among aequestered TiUagea we walked 
And found benevolence and blessedness 
Spread like a fragrance everywhere, when spring 
Hath left no comer of the land untouched ; 
Where elms for many and many a league in files 
With their thin umbrage, on the stately roads 
Of that great kingdom, rustled o'er our heads, 
For ever near us as we paced along : 
How sweet at such a time, with such delight 
On every side, in prime of youthful strength. 
To feed a Poet's tender melancholy 
Ajid fond coQceit of sadness, with the sound 
Of undulations varying as might pleaae 
~ le wind that swayed them ; once, and more than once, 
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TJnlioiised beneath the eyening star we saw 

Dances of libertj, and, in late hours 

Of darkness, dances in the open air 

Deftlj prolonged, though grej-haired lookers on 

Might waste their breath in chiding. 

Under hills— 
The vine-clad hills and slopes of Burgundj, 
Upon the bosom of the gentle Saone 
We glided forward with the flowing stream. 
Swift Bhone ! thou wert the winga on which we cut 
A winding passage with majestic ease 
Between thj lofty rocks. Enchanting show 
Those woods and farms and orchards did present, 
And single cottages and lurking towns, 
Beach after reach, succession without end 
Of deep and statelj vales ! A lonelj pair 
Of strangers, till day closed, we sailed along 
Clustered together with a merry crowd 
Of those emancipated, a blithe host 
Of travellers, chiefly delegates, returning 
From the great spousals newly solemnised 
At their chief city, in the sight of Heaven. 
Like bees they swarmed, gaudy and gay as bees ; 
Some vapoured in the unruliness of joy, 
And with their swords flourished as if to fight 
The saucy air. In this proud company 
We landed — took with them our evening meal. 
Guests welcome almost as the angels were 
To Abraham of old. The supper done, 
With flowing cups elate and happy thoughts 
We rose at signal given, and formed a ring 
And, hand in hand, danced round and round tho board ; 
All hearts were open, every tongue was loud 
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WitH amity and glee ; we bore a name 

Honoured in France, the name of Englishmeni 

And hospitably did they give us hail. 

As their forerunners in a glorious course ; 

And round and round the board we danced again. 

With these blithe friends our voyage we renewed 

At early dawn. The monastery bells 

Made a sweet jingling in our youthful ears ; 

The rapid river flowing without noise, 

And each uprising or receding spire 

Spake with a sense of peace, at intervals 

Touching the heart amid the boisterous crew 

By whom we were encompassed. Taking leave 

Of this glad throng, foot-travellers side by side, 

Measuring our steps in quiet, we pursued 

Our journey, and ere twice the sun had set 

Beheld the Convent of Chartreuse, and there 

Bested within an awful solitude : 

Yes ; for even then no other than a place 

Of soul-affecting solitude appeared 

That far-famed region, though our eyes had seen. 

As toward the sacred mansion we advanced. 

Arms flashing, and a military glare 

Of riotous men commissioned to expel 

The blameless inmates, and belike subvert 

That frame of social being, which so long 

Had bodied forth the ghostliness of things 

In silence visible and perpetual calm. 

— " Stay, stay your sacrilegious hands ! " — The voice 

Was Nature's, uttered from her Alpine throne ; 

I heard it then and seem to hear it now — 

" Tour impious work forbear, perish what may, 

Let this one temple last, be this one spot 
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Of earth devoted to eternity ! '* 
She ceased to speak, hut while St. Bruno's pines 
"Waved their dark tops, not silent as they waved, 
And while helow, along their several heds, 
Murmured the sister streams of Life and Death, 
Thus hy conflicting passions pressed, my heart 
Eesponded ; " Honour to the patriot's zeal ! 
Glory and hope to new-born Liberty ! 
Hail to the mighty projects of the time ! 
Discerning sword that Justice wields, do thou 
Go forth and prosper ; and, ye purging fires, 
Up to the loftiest towers of Pride ascend, 
Panned by the breath of angry Providence. 
But oh ! if Past and Future be the wings 
On whose support harmoniously conjoined 
Moves the great spirit of human knowledge, spare 
These courts of mystery, where a step advanced 
Between the portals of the shadowy rocks 
Leaves far behind life's treacherous vanities, 
For penitential tears and trembling hopes 
Exchanged — ^to equalise in God's pure sight 
Monarch and peasant : be the house redeemed 
With its unworldly votaries, for the sake 
Of conquest over sense, hourly achieved 
Through faith and meditative reason, resting 
Upon the word of heaven-imparted truth. 
Calmly triumphant ; and for humbler claim 
Of that imaginative impulse sent 
From these majestic floods, yon shining cliflk, 
The untransmuted shapes of many worlds, 
Cerulean ether's pure inhabitants, 
These forests unapproachable by death. 
That shall endure as long as man endures. 



To think, to hope, to wonhip, and to fed. 
To atroggle, to be lost witUa hiinaelf 
Id trepidation, &om the blank abyu 
To look with bodiljr eyea, and be consoled." 
Kot seldom since that moment hare I wished 
That thou, Triend ! the trouble or the calm 
Eadst shared, when, &om pro&ne regards apart, 
In sympathetic rererence we trod 
The floors of those dim cloisters, till that hour, 
From their foundation, strangers to the presence 
Of nnrestoicted and unthinking man. 
Abroad, how cheeringljr the sonshine lay 
Upon the open lawns ! Yollombre's groras 
Entering, we fed the soul with darkness ; thence 
Issued, and with i^liftcd ejes beheld. 
In different qoarters of the bending s^, 
Thb cross of Jesus stand erect, as if 
Hands of sngelic powers had fixed it there, 
Memorial reverenced by a thonsaod storms ; 
Tet then, from the nndiscriminating sweep 
And rage of one State-whirlwind, iosecnre. 

Tis not my present purpose to retrace 
That variegated journey step by step. 
A march it was of military speed. 
And Earth did change her images and forms 
Before ns, £ut ss clouds are changed in heaven. 
Day after day, up early and down late, 
IVom tiill to rale we dropped, &om rsle to hill 
Mouiitod— from prorince on to province swept, 
Keen hunters in a chase of fourteen weeks, 
Eager ae birds of prey, or as a ship 
Upon the stretch, when winds are blowing iaii : 
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Sweet coverts did we cross of pastoral life, 

EnticiBg valleys, greeted them and left 

Too soon, while yet the very flash and gleam 

Of salutation were not passed away. 

Oh ! sorrow for the youth who could have seen, 

TJnchastened, unsubdued, unawed, unraised 

To patriarchal dignity of mind, 

And pure simplicity of wish and will, 

Those sanctified abodes of peaceful man, 

Pleased (though to hardship born, and compassed round 

With danger, varying as the seasons change), 

Pleased with his daily task, or, if not pleased. 

Contented, from the moment that the dawn 

(Ah ! surely not without attendant gleams 

Of soul-illumination) calls him forth 

To industry, by glistenings flung on rocks. 

Whose evening shadows lead him to repose. 

Well might a stranger look with bounding heart 
Down on a green recess, the first I saw 
Of those deep haunts, an aboriginal vale, 
Quiet and lorded over and possessed 
By naked huts, wood-built, and sown like tents 
Or Indian cabins over the fresh lawns 
And by the river side. 

That very iaj. 
Prom a bare ridge we also first beheld 
Unveiled the summit of Mont Blanc, and grieved 
To have a soulless image on the eye 
That had usurped upon a living thought 
That never more could be. The wondrous Yale 
Of Chamouny stretched far below, and soon 
With its dumb cataracts and streams of ice, 



222 ^^B PBELUDE, 

A motionless array of mighty waves, 

Eive rivers broad and vast, made ricli amends. 

And reconciled us to realities ; 

There small birds warble from the leafy trees. 

The eagle soars high in the element, 

There doth the reaper bind the yellow sheaf. 

The maiden spread the haycock in the sun, 

"While "Winter like a well-tamed, lion walks, 

Descending from the mountain to make sport 

Among the cottages by beds of flowers. 

Whatever in this wide circuit we beheld. 
Or heard, was fitted to our unripe state 
Of intellect and heart. With such a book 
Before our eyes, we could not choose but read 
Lessons of genuine brotherhood, the plain 
And universal reason of mankind. 
The truths of young and old. 'Not, side by side 
Pacing, two social pilgrims, or alone 
Each with his humour, could we fail to abound 
In dreams and fictions, pensively composed : 
Dejection taken up for pleasure's sake, 
And gilded sympathies, the willow wreath, 
And sober posies of funereal flowers, 
Gathered among those solitudes sublime 
From formal gardens of the lady Sorrow, 
Did sweeten many a meditative hour. 

Yet still in me with those soft luxuries 
IVOxed something of stem mood, an under-thirst 
Of vigour seldom utterly allayed : 
And from that source how different a sadneaa 
Would issue, let one incident make known. 
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When from the Yallais we had turned, and domb 

Along the Simplon's steep and rugged road, 

EoUowing a band of muleteers, we reached 

A halting-place, where all together took 

Their noon-tide meal. Hastily rose our guide, 

Leaving us at the board ; awhile we lingered, 

Then paced thd beaten downward way that led 

Bight to a rough stream's edge, and there broke off; 

The only track now visible was one 

That from the torrent's further brink held forth 

Conspicuous invitation to ascend 

A lofty mountain. After brief delay 

Crossing the unbridged stream, that road we took, 

And clomb with eagerness, till anxious fears 

Intruded, for we failed to overtake 

Our comrades gone before. By fortunate chance. 

While every moment added doubt to doubt, 

A peasant met us, from whose mouth we learned 

That to the spot which had perplexed us first 

We must descend, and there should. find the road. 

Which in the stony channel of the stream 

Lay a few steps, and then along its banks ; 

And, that our future course, all plain to sight. 

Was downwards, with the current of that stream. 

Loth to believe what we so grieved to hear, 

Eor still we had hopes that pointed to the clouds, 

We questioned him again, and yet again ; 

But every word that from the peasant's lips 

Came in reply, translated by our feelings. 

Ended in this, — that we had crossed the Alps, 

Imagination — here the Power so-called 
Through sad incompetence of human speech^ 
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That awful Power rose from the mind's abyss 
Like an un&thered vapour that enwraps, 
At once, some lonelj traveller. I was lost ; 
Halted without an effort to break through ; 
But to mj conscious soul I now can say — 
" I recognise thy glory :" in such strength 
Of usurpation, when the light of sense 
Goes out, but with a flash that has revealed 
The invisible world, doth greatness make abode^ 
There harbours ; whether we be young or old, 
Our destiny, our being's heart and home. 
Is with infinitude, and only there ; 
With hope it is, hope that can never die^ 
Effort, and expectation, and desire, 
And something evermore about to be. 
Under such banners militant, the soul 
Seeks for no trophies, struggles for no spoils 
That may attest her prowess, blest in thoughts 
lliat are their own perfection and reward, 
Strong in herself and in beatitude 
That hides her, like the mighty flood of Nile 
Poured from his fount of Abyssinian clouds 
To fertilise the whole Egyptian plain. 

The melancholy slackening that ensued 
Upon those tidings by the peasant given 
Was soon dislodged. Downwards we hurried fiist. 
And, with the half-shaped road which we had missed, 
Entered a narrow chasm. *The brook and rood 
Were fellow-travellers in this gloomy strait, 
And with them did we journey several hours 
At a slow pace. The immeasurable height - 

• See ToL iL p. 104.— JStf. 
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Of woods decaying, never to be decayed. 

The stationary blasts of waterfalls, 

And in the narrow rent at every turn 

Winds thwarting winds, bewildered and forlorn, 

The torrents shooting from the clear blue sky, 

The rocks that muttered close upon our ears, 

Black drizzling crags that spake by the way-side 

As if a voice were in them, the sick sight 

And giddy prospect of the raving stream. 

The unfettered clouds and region of the Heavens, 

Tumult and peace, the darkness and the light — 

Were all like workings of one mind, the features 

Of the same face, blossoms upon one tree ; 

Characters of the great Apocalypse, 

The types and symbols of Eternity, 

Of first, and last, and midst, and without end. 

That night our lodging wbs a house that stood 
Alone within the valley, at a point 
Where, tumbling from alofb, a torrent swelled 
The rapid stream whose margin we had trod ; 
A dreary mansion, large beyond all need, 
With high and spacious rooms, deafened and stunned 
By noise of waters, making innocent sleep 
Lie melancholy among weary bones. 

Uprisen betimes, our journey we renewed, 
Led by the stream, ere noon-day magnified 
Into a lordly river, broad and deep. 
Dimpling along in silent majesty, 
With mountains for its neighbours, and in view 
Of distant mountains and their snowy tops, 

VOL. V. % 
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And thus proceeding to Locarno's Lake, 

Pit resting-place for such a visitant. 

Locarno ! spreading out in width like Heayen, 

How dost thou cleave to the poetic heart, 

Bask in the sunshine of the memory ; 

And Como ! thou, a treasure whom the earth 

Keeps to herself, confined as in a depth 

Of Abyssinian privacy. I spake 

Of thee, thy chestnut woods, and garden plots 

Of Indian com tended by dark-eyed maids ; 

Thy lofty steeps, and pathways roofed with vines, 

Winding from house to house, from town to town, 

Sole link that binds them to each other; walks, 

League after league, and cloistral avenues, 

"Where silence dwells if music be not there : 

While yet a youth undisciplined in verse. 

Through fond ambition of that hour I strove 

To chant your praise ; nor can approach you now 

XJngreeted by a more melodious Song, 

Where tones of Nature smoothed by learned Art 

May flow in lasting current. Like a breeze 

Or sunbeam over your domain I passed 

In motion without pause ; but ye have left 

Tour beauty with me, a serene accord 

Of forms and colours, passive, yet endowed 

In their submissiveness with power as sweet 

And gracious, almost, might I dare to say, 

As virtue is, or goodness ; sweet as love. 

Or the remembrance of a generous deed, 

Or mildest visitations of pure thought. 

When Q-od, the giver of all joy, is thanked 

Beligiously, in silent blessedness ; 

Sweet as this last herself, for such it is. 
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With those delightful pathways we advanced, 
Por two days' space, in presence of the Lake, 
That, stretching far among the Alps, assumed 
A character more stem. The second night, 
Prom sleep awakened, and misled by sound 
Of the church clock telling the hours with strokes 
Whose import then we had not learned, we rose 
By moonlight, doubting not that day was nigh, 
And that meanwhile, by no uncertain path. 
Along the winding margin of the lake. 
Led, as before, we should behold the scene 
Hushed in profound repose. We left the town 
Of Qravedona with this hope ; but soon 
Were lost, bewildered among woods immense. 
And on a rock sate down, to wait for day. 
An open place it was, and overlooked, 
Erom high, the sullen water far beneath. 
On which a dull red image of the moon 
Lay bedded, changing oftentimes its form 
Like an aineasy snake. !Prom hour to hour 
We sate and sate, wondering, as if the night 
Had been ensnared by witchcraft. On the rock 
At last we stretched our weary limbs for sleep. 
But could not sleep, tormented by the stings 
Of insects, which, with noise like that of noon, 
Klled all the woods : the cry of unknown birds ; 
The mountains more by blackness visible 
And their own size, than any outward light ; 
The breathless wilderness of clouds ; the clock 
That told, with unintelligible voice, 
The widely parted hours ; the noise of streams, 
And sometimes rustling motions nigh at hand, 

q2 
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That did not leave us free from personal fear ; 
Andy lastly, the withdrawing mooi}, that set 
Before us, while she still was high in heaven ; — 
These were our food ; and such a summer's night 
Followed «that pair of golden days that shed 
On Gomo's Lake, and all that round it lay, 
Their £iirest, softest, haj^iest influence. 

But here I must break off, and bid farewell 
To days, each offering some new sight, or fraught 
With some untried adventure, in a course 
Prolonged till sprinklings of autumnal snow 
Checked our unwearied steps. Let this alone 
Be mentioned as a parting word, that not 
Li hollow exultation, dealing out 
Hyperboles of praise comparative ; 
Not rich one moment to be poor for ever ; 
Not prostrate, overborne, as if the mind 
Herself were nothing, a mere pensioner 
On outward f(»ms~did we in presence stand 
Of that magnificent region. Oq. the front 
Of this whole Song is written that my heart 
Must, in such Temple, needs have offered up 
A different worship. Pinally, whate'er 
I saw, or heard, or felt, was but a stream 
That flowed into a kindred stream ; a gale,^ 
Confederate with the current of the soul. 
To speed my voyage ; every sound or sight, 
Li its degree of power, administered 
To grandeur or to tenderness, — to the one 
Directly, but to tender thoughts by means 
Less often instantaneous in effect ; 
Led me to these by paths that, in the mam, 
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Were more circuitous, but not less sure 

Duly to reach the point marked out by Heaven. 

Oh, most beloved Friend ! a glorious time, 
A happy time that was ; triumphant looks 
"Were then the common language of all eyes ; 
As if awaked from sleep, the Nations hailed 
Their great expectancy : the fife of war 
"Was then a spirit-stirring sound indeed, 
A blackbird's whistle in a budding grove. 
"We left the Swiss exulting in the fate 
Of their near neighbours ; and, when shortening fast 
Our pilgrimage, nor distant far from home, 
"We crossed the Brabant armies on the fret 
For battle in the cause of Liberty. 
A stripling, scarcely of the household then 
Of social life, I looked upon these things 
As from a distance ; heard, and saw, and felt, 
"Was touched, but with no intimate concern ; 
I seemed to move along them, as a bird 
Moves through the air, or as a fish pursues 
Its sport, or feeds in its proper element; ' 
I wanted not that joy, I did not need 
Such help ; the ever-living universe. 
Turn where I might, was opening out its glories, 
And the independent spirit of pure youth 
Called forth, at every season, new delights. 
Spread round my steps like sunshine o'er green fields. 
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That the rough lord had left the surly North 
On his accustomed journey. The delight, 
Due to this timely notice, unawares 
Smote me, and, listening, I in whispers said, 
" Ye heartsome Choristers, ye and I will be 
Associates, and, unscared by blustering winds. 
Will chant together." Thereafter, as the shades 
Of twilight deepened, going forth, I spied 
A glow-worm underneath a dusky plume 
Or canopy of yet unwithered fern. 
Clear-shining, like a hermit's taper seen 
Through a thick forest. Silence touched me here 
No less than sound had done before ; the child 
Of Summer, Hngering, shining, by herself. 
The voiceless worm on the unfrequented hills. 
Seemed sent on the same errand with the choir 
Of "Winter that had warbled at my door. 
And the whole year breathed tenderness and love. 

The last night's genial feeling overflowed 
Upon this morning, and my favourite grove, ' 
Tossing in sunshine its dark boughs aloft, 
As if to make the strong wind visible. 
Wakes in me agitations like its own, 
A spirit friendly to the Poet's task. 
Which we will now resume with lively hope, 
Nor checked by aught of tamer argument 
That lies before us, needful to be told, 

r 

Betumed £rom that excursion,* soon I badet 
Farewell for ever to the sheltered seats 
Of gownM students, quitted hall and bower, 

• See p. 214.—^. 
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And eyeiy comfort of that priYileged ground. 
Well pleased to pitch a vagrant tent among 
The imfenced regions of society. 

Yet, undetermined to what course of life 
I should adhere, and seeming to possess 
A little space of intermediate time 
At full command, to London first I turned. 
In no disturbance of excessiye hope, 
Bj personal ambition unenslaved, 
IVugal as there was need, and, though self-willed, 
Erom dangerous passions &ee. Three years had flown 
Since I had felt in heart and soul the shock 
Of the huge town's first presence, and had paced 
Her endless streets, a transient visitant : 
Kow, fixed amid that concourse of mankind 
Where Pleasure whirls about incessantly. 
And life and labour seem but one, I filled 
An idler's place ; an idler well content 
To have a house (what matter for a home P) 
That owned him ; living cheerfully abroad 
With unchecked fancy ever on the stir, 
And all my young afiections out of doors. 

There was a time when whatsoe'er is feigned 
Of airy palaces, and gardens built 

By Genii of romance ; or hath in grave ^ 

Authentic history been set forth of Eome, 
Alcairo, JBabylon, or Persepolis ; 
Or given upon report by pilgrim friars. 
Of golden cities ten months' journey deep 
Among Tartarian wilds — ^fell short, far short, 
Of what my fond simplicity believed j 
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And thought of London — held me by a chain 

Less strong of wonder and obscure delight. 

"Whether the bolt of childhood's Fancy shot 

For me beyond its ordinary mark, 

'Twere vain to ask ; but in our flock of boys 

Was One, a cripple from his birth, whom chance 

Summoned from school to London ; fortunate 

And envied traveller ! When the Boy returned, 

After short absence, curiously I scanned 

His mien and person, nor was &ee, in sooth, 

From disappointment, not to find some change 

Li look and air, from that new region brought. 

As if from Eairy-land. Much I questioned him ; 

And every word he uttered, on my ears 

Fell flatter than a caged parrot's note, 

That answers imexpectedly awry. 

And mocks the prompter's listening. Marvellous things 

Had vanity (quick Spirit that appears 

Almost as deeply seated and as strong 

In a Child's hesurt as fear itself) conceived 

For my enjoyment. Would that I could now 

Eecal what then I pictured to myself, 

Of mitred Prelates, Lords in ermine dad, 

The King, and the King's Palace, and, not last, 

Kor least. Heaven bless him ! the renowned Lord Mayor : 

Dreams not unlike to those which once begat 

A change of purpose in young Whittington, 

When he, a friendless and a drooping boy. 

Sate on a stone, and heard the bells speak out 

Articulate music. Above all, one thought 

SafQed my understanding : how men Uved 

Even next-door neighbours, as we say, yet. still 

Strangers, not knowing each the other's name. 
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O, wondrous power of words, by simple &ith 
Licensed to take the meaning tliat we love ! 
Yauxhall and Banelagh ! I then had heard 
Of your green groyes, and wilderness of lamps 
Dimming the stars, and fireworks magical, 
And gorgeous ladies, under splendid domes. 
Moating in dance, or warbling high in air 
The songs of spirits ! Nor had Eancj fed 
With less delight upon that other class 
Of marvels, broad-day wonders permanent t 
The Eiver proudly bridged ; the dizzy top 
And Whispering Gullery of St. Paul's ; the tombs 
Of Westminster ; the Giants of Guildhall ; 
Sedlam, and those carved maniacs at the gates, 
Perpetually recumbent ; Statues — ^man, 
And the horse under him — ^in gilded pomp 
Adorning flowery gardens, 'mid vast squares ; 
The Monument, and that Chamber of the Tower 
Where England's sovereigns sit in long array. 
Their steeds bestriding, — every mimic shape 
Cased in the gleaming mail the monarch wore. 
Whether for gorgeous tournament addressed, 
Or life or death upon the battle-field. 
Those bold imaginations in due time 
Had vanished, leaving others in their stead : 
And now I looked upon the living scene ; 
Familiarly perused it ; oftentimes. 
In spite of strongest disappointment, pleased 
Through courteous self-submission, as a tax 
Paid to the object by prescriptive right. 

£ise up, thou monstrous ant-hill on the plain 
Of a too busy world ! Before me flow, 
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Thou endless stream of men and moying things ! 
Thy every-day appearance, as it strikes — 
With wonder heightened, or sublimed by awe- — 
On strangers, of all ages ; the quick dance 
Of colours, lights, and forms ; the deafening din ; 
The comers and the goers face to face, 
Eace after face ; the string of dazzling wares. 
Shop after shop, with symbols, blazoned names, 
And all the tradesman's honours overhead : 
Here, fronts of houses, like a title-page, 
"With letters huge inscribed from top to toe. 
Stationed aboYe the door, like guardian saints ; 
There, allegoric shapes, female or male. 
Or physiognomies of real men. 
Land-warriors, kings, or admirals of the sea, 
Boyle, Shakspeare, Newton, or the attractive head 
Of some quack-doctor, famous in his day. 

Meanwhile the roar continues, till at length, 
Escaped as from an enemy, we turn 
Abruptly into some sequestered nook. 
Still as a sheltered place when winds blow loud ! 
At leisure, thence, through tracts of thin resort, 
And sights and sounds that come at intervals, 
"We take our way. A raree-show is here. 
With children gathered round ; another street 
Presents a company of dancing dogs. 
Or dromedary, with an antic pair\ 
Of monkeys on his back ; a minstrel band 
Of Savoyards ; or, single and alone. 
An English ballad-singer. Private courts, 
Gloomy as coffins, and unsightly lanes 
Thrived by some female vendor's scream, belike 
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The yery slirilleBt of all London cries. 

May tlien entangle our impatient steps ; 

Conducted through those labyrinths, unawares. 

To privileged regions and inviolate, 

Where from their airy lodges studious lawyers 

Look out on waters, walks, and gardens green. 

Thence back into the throng, until we reachi 
Eollowing the tide that slackens by degrees, 
Some half-frequented scene, where wider streets 
Bring straggling breezes of suburban air. 
Here files of ballads dangle &om dead walls ; 
Advertisements, of giant-size, &om high 
Press forward, in all colours, on the sight ; 
These, bold in conscious merit, lower down ; 
That^ fronted with a most imposing word, 
Is, peradventure, one in masquerade. 
As on the broadening causeway we advance. 
Behold, turned upwards, a face hard and strong 
In lineaments, and red wibh over-toil. 
'Tis one encountered here and everywhere ; 
A travelling cripple, by the trunk cut short, 
And stumping on his arms. In sailor's garb 
Another lies at length, beside a range 
Of well-formed characters, with chalk ioscribed 
Upon the smooth flat stones : the Nurse is here, 
The Bachelor, that loves to sun himself. 
The military Idler, and the Dame, 
That field-ward takes her walk with decent steps. 

Now homeward through the thickening hubbub, where 
See, among less distinguishable shapes, 
The begging scavenger, with hat in hand ; 
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The Italian, as he thrids his way with care, 
Steadying, far-seen, a frame of images 
Upon his head ; with basket at his breast 
The Jew ; the stately and slow-moving Turk, 
With freight of slippers piled beneath his arm I 

Enough; — the mighty concourse I surveyed 
With no unthinking mind, well pleased to note 
Among the crowd all specimens of man, 
Through all the colours which the sun bestows, 
And every character of form and face : 
The Swede, the Bussian ; from the genial south. 
The Frenchman and the Spaniard ; from remote 
America, the Hunter-Indian ; Moors, 
Malays, Lascars, the Tartar, the Chinese, 
And Negro Ladies in white muslin gowns. 

At leisure, then, I viewed, from day to day. 
The spectacles within doors, — birds and beasts 
Of every nature, and strange plants convened 
From every clime ; and, next, those sights that ape 
The absolute presence of reality. 
Expressing, as in mirror, sea and land. 
And what earth is, and what she has to show. 
I do not here allude to subtlest craft. 
By means refined attaining purest ends. 
But imitations, fondly made in plain 
Confession of man's weakness and his loves. 
Whether the Fainter, whose ambitious skill 
Submits to nothing less than taking in 
A whole horizon's circuit, do with power. 
Like that of angels or commissioned spirits, 
Fix us upon some lofty pinnacle, 
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Or in a ship on waters, with a world 

Of life, and life-like mockery beneath, 

Above, behind, far stretching and before ; 

Or more mechanic artist represent 

By scale exact, in model, wood or clay, 

Prom blended colours also borrowing help, 

Some miniature of famous spots or things, — 

St. Peter's Church ; or, more aspiring aim. 

In microscopic vision. Some herself; 

Or, haply, some choice rural haunt, — ^the EaUs 

Of Tivoli ; and, high upon that steep. 

The Sibyl's mouldering Temple ! every tree. 

Villa, or cottage, lurking among rocks 

Throughout the landscape ; tuft, stone scratch minute-— 

All that the traveller sees when he is there. 

Add to these exhibitions, mute and still, 
Others of wider scope, where living men, 
Music, and shifbing pantomimic scenes. 
Diversified the allurement. Need I fear 
To mention by its name, as in degree. 
Lowest of these and humblest in attempt, 
Yet richly graced with honours of her own. 
Half-rural Sadler's Wells ? Though at that time 
Intolerant, as is the way of youth 
Unless itself be pleased, here more than once 
Taking my seat, I saw (nor blush to add. 
With ample recompense) giants and dwarfs. 
Clowns, conjurors, posture-masters, harlequins. 
Amid the uproar of the rabblement. 
Perform their feats. Nor was it mean delight 
To watch crude Nature work in untaught minds ; 
To note the laws and progress of belief ; 
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Though obstinate on this waj, yet on that 
How willingly we travel, and how far ! 
To have, for instance, brought upon the scene 
The champion, Jack the Giant-killer : Lo ! 
He dons his coat of darkness ; on the stage 
Walks, and achieves his wonders, from the eye 
Of living Mortal covert, " as the moon 
Hid in her vacant interlunar cave." 
Delusion bold ! and how can it be wrought ? 
The garb he wears is black as death, the word 
" Invisible " flames forth upon his chest. 

Here, too, were " forms and pressures of the time,'* 
Bough, bold, as Grecian comedy displayed 
When Art was young ; dramas of living men, 
And recent things yet warm with life ; a sea-%ht, 
Shipwreck, or some domestic incident 
Divulged by Truth and magnified by Tame ; 
Such ad the daring brotherhood of late 
Set forth, too serious theme for that light place-— 
I mean, O distant Friend ! a story drawn 
TVom our own ground, — the Maid of Buttermere,— 
And how, unfaithful to a virtuous wife 
Deserted and deceived, the Spoiler came 
And wooed the artless daughter of the hills, 
And wedded her, in cruel mockery 
Of love and marriage bonds. These words to thee 
Must needs bring back the moment when we first, 
Ere the broad world rang with the maiden's name, 
Beheld her serving at the cottage inn; 
Both stricken, as she entered or withdrew, 
With admiration of her modest mien 
And carriage, marked by unexampled grace. 
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We Bince that time not unfamiliarlj 

Have seen her, — ^her discretion have observed, 

Her just opinicms, delicate reserve, 

Her patience, and humility of mind 

Unspoiled bj commendation and the excess 

Of public notice — an offensive light 

To a meek spirit suffering inwardly. 

Erom this memorial tribute to my theme 
I was returning, when, with sundry form^ 
Commingled — shapes which met me in the way 
That we must tread — ^thy image rose again, 
Maidoi of Buttermere ! She Hyes in peace 
Upon the spot where she was bom and reared ; 
Without contamination doth she live 
In quietness, without anxiety r 
Beside the mountain chapel, sleeps in earth 
Her new-bom infant, fearless as a lamb 
That, thither driven from some unsheltered place. 
Bests imdemeath the little rock-like pile 
When storms are raging. Happy are they both — 
Mother and child ! — These feelings, in themselyes 
Trite, do yet scarcely seem so when I think 
On those ingenuous moments of our youth 
Ere we have learnt by use to slight the crimes 
And sorrows of the world. Those simple days 
Are BOW my theme ; and, foremost of the scenes^ 
Which yet survive in memory, appears 
One, at whose centre sate a lovely Boy, 
A sportive infant, who, for six months' space, 
iN'ot more, had been of age to deal about 
Articulate prattle— Child as beautiful 
As ever dung around a mother's neck, 
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Or father fondly gazed upon with pride. 

There, too, conspicuous for stature tall 

And large dark eyes, beside her infant stood 

The mother ; but, upon her cheeks diffused. 

False tints too well accorded with the glare 

From play-house bistres thrown without reserve 

On every object near. The Boy had been 

The pride and pleasure of all lookers-on 

In whatsoever place, but seemed in this 

A sort of alien scattered &om the clouds. 

Of lusty vigour, more than infantine 

He was in limb, in cheek a summer rose 

Just three parts blown — a cottage-child — if e'er. 

By cottage-door on breezy mountain side, 

Or in some sheltering vale, was seen a babe 

By Nature's gifts so favoured. Upon a board 

Decked with refreshments had this child been placed 

Sis little stage in the vast theatre. 

And there he sate, surrounded with a throng 

Of chance spectators, chiefly dissolute men 

And shameless women, treated and caressed ; 

Ate, drank, and with the fruit and glasses played, 

While oaths and laughter and indecent speech 

Were rife about him as the songs of birds 

Contending after showers. The mother now 

Is fading out of memory, but I see 

The lovely Boy as I beheld him then 

Among the wretched and the falsely gay, 

Like one of those who walked with hair unsinged 

Amid the fiery furnace. Charms and spells 

Muttered on black and spiteful instigation 

Have stopped, as some believe, the kindliest growths. 

Ah, with how different spirit might a prayer 

VOL, V. K 
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Hare been preferred, tliat this fair creature, checked 
By special privilege of Nature's love, 
Should in his childhood be detained for ever ! 
But with its universal freight the tide 
Hath rolled along, and this bright innocent, 
Mary ! may now have lived till he could look 
With envy on thy nameless babe that sleeps, 
Beside the mountain chapel, undisturbed. 

Pour rapid years had scarcely then been told 
Since, travelling southward from our pastoral hills, 
I heard, and for the first time in my life. 
The voice of woman utter blasphemy — 
Saw woman as she is, to open shame 
Abandoned, and the pride of public vice ; 
I shuddered, for a barrier seemed at once 
Thrown in that from humanity divorced 
Humanity, splitting the race of man 
In twain, yet leaving the same outward form. 
Distress of mind ensued upon the sight, 
And ardent meditation. Later years 
Brought to such spectacle a milder sadness, 
Feelings of pure commiseration, grief 
Eor the individual and the overthrow 
Of her soul's beauty ; farther I was then 
But seldom led, or wished to go ; in truth 
The sorrow of the passion stopped me there. 

But let me now, less moved, in order take 
Our argument. Enough is said to show 
How casual incidents of real life. 
Observed where pastime only had been sought, 
Outweighed, or put to flight, the set events 
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And measured passions of the stage, albeit 

By Siddons trod in the fulness of her power. 

Yet was the theatre my dear delight ; 

The yery gilding, lamps and painted scrolls, 

And all the mean upholstery of the place, 

Wanted not animation, when the tide 

Of pleasure ebbed but to return as fast 

"With the ever-shifting figures of the scene. 

Solemn or gay : whether some beauteous dame 

Advanced in radiance through a deep recess 

Of thick entangled forest, like the moon 

Opening the clouds ; or sovereign king, announced 

With flourishing trumpet, came in full-blown state 

Of the world's greatness, winding round with train 

Of courtiers, banners, and a length of guards ; ^ 

Or captive led in abject weeds, and jingling 

His slender manacles ; or romping girl 

Bounced, leapt, and pawed the air ; or mumbling sire, 

A scare-crow pattern of old age dressed up 

In all the tatters of infirmity 

All loosely put together, hobbled in. 

Stumping upon a cane with which he smites, 

From time to time, the solid boards, and makes them 

Prate somewhat loudly of the whereabout 

Of one so overloaded with his years. 

But what of this ! the laugh, the grin, grimace. 

The antics striving to outstrip each other. 

Were all received, the least of them not lost, 

With an unmeasured welcome. Through the night. 

Between the show, and many-headed mass 

Of the spectators, and each several nook 

Pilled with its fray or brawl, how eagerly 

And with what flashes, as it were, the mind 

b9 
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Turned this way — that way ! sportive and alert 

And watchful, as a kitten when at play, 

While winds are eddying round her, among straws 

And rustling leaves. Enchanting age and sweet ! 

Bomantic almost, looked at through a space, 

How small, of intervening years ! For then, 

Though surely no mean progress had been made 

In meditations holy and sublime. 

Yet something of a girlish child-like gloss 

Of novelty survived for scenes like these ; 

Enjoyment haply handed down from times 

When at a country-playhouse, some rude bam 

Tricked out for that proud use, if I perchance 

Caught, on a summer evening through a chink 

In the old wall, an unexpected glimpse 

Of daylight, the bare thought of where I was 

Gladdened me more than if I had been led 

Into a dazzling cavern of romance, 

Crowded with Grenii busy among works 

"Not to be looked at by the common sun. 

The matter that detains us now may seem, 
To many, neither dignified enough 
Kor arduous, yet will not be scorned by them, 
Who, looking inward, have observed the ties 
That bind the perishable hours of life 
Each to the other, and the curious props 
By which the world of memory and thought 
Exists and is sustained. More lofty tiiemes, 
Such as at least do wear a prouder facOf 
Solicit our regard ; but when I think 
Of these, I feel the imaginative power 
Languish within me ; even then it slept, 
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When, pressed by tragic suflfermgs, the heart 
Was more than full ; amid mj sobs and tears 
It slept, even in the pregnant season of youth. 
Per though I was most passionately moved 
And yielded to all changes of the scene 
With an obsequious promptness, yet the storm 
Passed not beyond the suburbs of the mind ; 
Save when realities of act and mien. 
The incarnation of the spirits that move 
In harmony amid the Poet's world, 
Bose to ideal grandeur, or, called forth 
By power of contrast, made me recognise. 
As at a glance, the things which I had shaped, 
And yet not shaped, had seen and scarcely seen, 
When, having closed the mighty Shakspeare's page, 
I mused, and thought^ and felt, in solitude. 

Pass we from entertainments, that are such 
Professedly, to others titled higher, 
Yet, in the estimate of youth at least, 
More near akin to those than names imply, — 
I mean the brawls of lawyers in their courts 
Before the ermined judge, or that great stage 
Where senators, tongue-favoured men, perform, 
Admired and envied. Oh ! thp beating heart, 
When one among the prime of these rose up, — 
One, of whose name from childhood we had heard 
Pamiliarly, a household term, like those. 
The Bedfords, Glosters, Salsburys, of old, 
Whom the fifth Harry talks of. Silence ! hush I 
This is no trifler, no short-flighted wit, 
Ko stammerer of a minute, painfully 
Delivered. No ! the Orator hath yoked 
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The Hours, like young Aurora, to his ear : 

Thrice welcome Presence ! how can patience e'er 

Grow weary of attending on a track 

That kindles with such glory ! All are charmed, 

Astonished ; like a hero in romance, 

He winds away his never-ending horn ; 

Words follow words, sense seems to follow sense : 

What memory and what logic ! till the strain 

Transcendent, superhuman as it seemed, 

Grows tedious even in a young man's ear. 

Gtenius of Burke ! forgive the pen seduced 
By specious wonders, and too slow to tell 
Of "what the ingenuous, what bewildered men, 
Beginning to mistrust their boastful guides, 
And wise men, willing to grow wiser, caught, 
Bapt auditors ! from thy most eloquent tongue-* 
Now mute, for ever mute in the cold grave. 
I see him,— old, but vigorous in age, — 
Stand like an oak whose stag-horn branches start 
Out of its leafy brow, the more to awe 
The younger brethren of the grove. But some — 
While he forewarns, denounces, launches forth. 
Against all systems built on abstract rights, 
Keen ridicule ; the majesty proclaims 
Of Institutes and Laws, hallowed by time ; 
Declares the vital power of social ties 
Endeared by Custom ; and with high disdain. 
Exploding upstart Theory, insists 
Upon the aUegianoe to which men are bom — 
Some— say at once a froward multitude — 
Murmur (for truth is hated, where not loved) 
As the winds fret within the .£olian cave, 
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Galled by tteip monarch's chain. The times were big 
"With ominous change, which, night by night, provoked 
Keen struggles, and black clouds of passion raised ; 
But memorable moments intervened, 
When Wisdom, like the Q-oddess from Jove's brain, 
Broke forth in armour of resplendent words. 
Startling the Synod. Could a youth, and one 
In ancient story versed, whose breast had heaved 
"Under the weight of classic eloquence, • 
Sit, see, and hear, unthankful, uninspired P 

"Not did the Pulpit's oratory fail 
To achieve its higher triumph. Not unfelt 
Were its admonishments, nor lightly heard 
The awful truths delivered thence by tongues 
Endowed with various power to search the soul ; 
Yet ostentation, domineering, oft 
Poured forth harangues, how sadly out of place !^ 
There have I seen a comely bachelor. 
Fresh from a toilette of two hours, ascend 
His rostrum, with seraphic glance look up, 
And, in a tone elaborately low 
Beginning, lead his voice through many a maze 
A minuet course ; and, winding up his mouth, 
From time to time, into an orifice 
Most delicate, a lurking eyelet, small, 
And only not invisible, again 
Open it out, diffusing thence a smile 
Of rapt irradiation, exquisite. 
Meanwhile the Evangelists, Isaiah, Job, 
Moses, and he who penned, the other day, 
The Death of Abel, Shakspeare, and the ]3ard 
Whose genius spangled o'er a gloomy theme 
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With fancies thick as his inspiring stars, 
And Ossian (doubt not — 'tis the naked truth) 
Summoned from streamj Morven — each and all 
Would, in their turns, lend ornaments and flowers 
To entwine the crook of eloquence that helped 
This pretty Shepherd, pride of all the plains, 
To rule and guide his captivated flock. 

I glance but at a few conspicuous marks, 
Leaving a thousand others, that, in hall, 
Court, theatre, conventicle, or shop, 
In public room or private, park or street, 
Each fondly reared on his own pedestal, 
Looked out for admiration. Folly, vice. 
Extravagance in gesture, mien, and dress, 
And all the strife of singularity, 
Lies to the ear, and lies to every sense — 
Of these, and of the living shapes they wear. 
There is no end. Such candidates for regard. 
Although well pleased to be where they were found, 
I did not hunt after, nor greatly prize, 
Nor made unto myself a secret boast 
Of reading them with quick and curious eye ; 
But, as a common produce, things that are 
To-day, td-morrow will be, took of them 
Such willing note, as, on some errand bound 
That asks not speed, a traveller might bestow 
On sea-shells that bestrew the sandy beach. 
Or daisies swarming through the fields of June. 

But foolishness and madness in parade. 
Though most at home in this their dear domain. 
Are scattered everywhere, no rarities, 
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Even to the rudest norice of the Schoola. . 

Me, rather, it employed, to note, and keep 

In memory, those indiTidual sights 

Of courage, or integrity, or truth, 

Or tenderness, which there, set off by foil. 

Appeared more touching. One will I select— 

A Father— for he bore that sacred name ; — 

Him saw I, sitting in an open square. 

Upon a comer-stone of that low wall. 

Wherein were fixed the iron pales that fenced 

A spacious grass-plot ; there, in silence, sate 

This One Man, with a- sickly babe outstretched 

Upon his knee, whom he had thither brought 

Por sunshine, and to breathe the fresher air. 

Of those who passed, and me who looked at him. 

He took no heed ; but in his brawny arms 

(The Artificer was to the elbow bare. 

And from his work this moment had been stolen) 

He held the child, and, bending oyer it. 

As if he were afraid both of the sun 

And of the air, which he had come to seek, 

Eyed the poor babe with love unutterable. 

As the black storm upon the mountain top 
Sets off the sunbeam in the valley, so 
That huge fermenting mass of human-kind 
Serves as a solemn back-ground, or relief, 
To single forms and objects, whence they draw, 
Eor feeling and contemplative regard. 
More than inherent liveliness and power. 
How oft, amid those overflowing streets, 
Have I gone forward with the crowd, and said 
Unto myself, " The face of every one 
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That passes by me is a mystery! '* 
Thus have I looked, nor ceased to look, oppressed 
By thoughts of what and whither, when and how, 
Until the shapes before my eyes became 
A second-sight procession, such as glides 
Oyer still mountains, or appears in dreams ; 
And once, far-travelled in such mood, beyond 
The reach of common indication, lost 
Amid the moving pageant, I was smitten 
Abruptly, with the view (a sight not rare) 
Of a blind Beggar, who, with upright face. 
Stood, propped against a wall, upon his chest 
Wearing a written paper, to explain 
His story, whence he came, and who he was. 
Caught by the spectacle my mind turned round 
As with the might of waters ; and apt type 
This label seemed of the utmost we can know. 
Both of ourselves and of the universe ; 
And, on the shape of that unmoving man. 
His steadfast face and sightless eyes, I gazed, 
As if admonished from another world. 

Though reared upon the base of outward things, 
Structures like these the excited spirit mainly 
Builds for herself; scenes different there are. 
Pull-formed, that take, with small internal help, 
Possession of the faculties, — the peace 
That comes with night ; the deep solemnity 
Of nature's intermediate hours of rest. 
When the great tide of human life stands still ; 
The business of the day to come, unborn, 
Of that gone by, locked up, as in the grave ; 
The blended calnmess of the heavens and earth, 
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Moonlight and stars, and empty streets, and sounds 

Unfrequent as in deserts ; at late hours 

Of winter evenings, when unwholesome rains 

Are falling hard, with people yet astir, 

The feeble salutation from the yoice 

Of some unhappy woman, now and then 

Heard as we pass, when no one looks about, 

Nothing is listened to« But these, I fear. 

Are falsely catalogued ; things that are, are not. 

As the mind answers to them, or the heart 

Is prompt, or slow, to feel. What say you, then^ 

To times, when half the city shall break out 

Pull of one passion, vengeance, rage, or fear P 

To executions, to a street on fore. 

Mobs, riots, or rejoicings P From these sights 

Take one, — ^that ancient festival, the Pair, 

Holden where martyrs suffered in past time. 

And named of St. Bartholomew ; there, see 

A work completed to our hands, that lays, 

If any spectacle on earth can do. 

The whole creative powers of man asleep ! — 

For once, the Muse's help will we implore. 

And she shall lodge us, wafted on her wings. 

Above the press and danger of the crowd. 

Upon some showman's platform. What a shock 

For eyes and ears ! what anarchy and din. 

Barbarian and infernal, — a phantasma. 

Monstrous in colour, motion, shape, sight, sound 1 

Below, the open space, through every nook 

Of the wide area, twinkles, is alive 

With heads ; the midway region, and above. 

Is thronged with staring pictures and huge scrolls, 

Dumb proclamations of the Prodigies ; 
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With chattering monkeys dangling firom their poles, 
And children whirling in their roundabouts ; 
With those that stretch the neck and strain the eyes. 
And cra<;k the voice in rivalship, the crowd 
Inviting ; with buffoons against buffoons 
Grimacing, writhing, screaming, — him who grinds 
The hurdy-gurdy, at the fiddle weaves. 
Battles the salt-box, thumps the kettle-drum. 
And him who at the trumpet puffs his cheeks, 
The silver-collared Negro with his timbrel, 
Equestrians, tumblers, women, girls, and boys, 
Blue-breeched, pink-vested, with high-towering plumes. 
All moveables of wonder, from all parts, 
Are here — Albinos, painted Indians, Dwarfs, 
The Horse of knowledge, and the learned Pig, 
The Stone-eater, the man that swallows fire, 
G-iants, Ventriloquists, the Invisible Girl, 
The Bust that speaks and moves its goggling eyes. 
The Wax-work, Clock-work, all the marvellous craft 
Of modem Merlins, Wild Beasts, Puppet-shows, 
All out-o'-the way, far-fetched, perverted things. 
All freaks of nature, all Promethean thoughts 
Of man, his dullness, madness, and their feats 
All jumbled up together, to compose 
A Parliament of Monsters. Tents and Booths 
Meanwhile, as if the whole were one vast mill. 
Are vomiting, receiving on all sides, 
Men, Women, three-years* Children, Babes in arms. 

Oh, blank confusion ! true epitome 
Of what the mighty City is herself. 
To thousands upon thousands of her sons, 
Living amid the same perpetual whirl 
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Of trivial objects, melted and reduced • 

To one identity, by differences 

That have no law, no meaning, and no end — 

Oppression, under which even highest minds 

Must labour, whence the strongest are not free. 

But though the picture weary out the eye, 

By nature an unmanageable sight, 

It is not wholly so to him who looks 

In steadiness, who hath among least things 

An under-sense of greatest ; sees the parts 

As parts, but with a feeling of the whole. 

This, of all acquisitions, first awaits 

On sundry and most widely different modes 

Of education, nor with least deL'ght 

On that through which I passed. Attention springs, 

And comprehensiveness and memory flow. 

Prom, early converse with the works of Q-od 

Among all regions ; chiefly where appear 

Most obviously simplicity and power. 

Think, how the everlasting streams and woods, 

Stretched and still stretching far and wide, exalt 

The roving Indian, on his desert sands : 

What grandeur not iinfelt, what pregnant show 

Of beauty, meets the sun-burnt Arab's eye : 

And, as the sea propels, from zone to zone, 

Its currents ; magnifies its shoals of life 

Beyond all compass ; spreads, and sends aloft 

Armies of clouds, — even so, its powers and aspects 

Shape for mankind, by principles as fixed, 

The views and aspirations of the soul 

To majesty. Like virtue have the forms 

Perennial of the ancient hills ; nor less 

The changeful language of their countenances 
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Quickens the Blumbering mind, and aids the thoughts. 

However multitudinous, to move 

With order and relation. This, if still. 

As hitherto, in freedom I may speak, 

"Not violating any just restraint, 

As may be hoped, of real modesty, — 

This did I feel, in London's vast domain. 

The Spirit of Nature was upon me there ; 

The soul of Beauty and enduring Life 

Vouchsafed her inspiration, and difused, 

Through meagre lines and colours, and the press 

Of self-destroying, transitory things, 

Composure, and ennobling Harmony. 
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RETROSPECT.— LOVB OP NATURE LEADING TO LOVE 

OF MAN. 

What sounds are those, Helvellyn, that are heard 
Up to thy summit, through the depth of air 
Ascending, as if distance had the power 
To make the sounds more audible ? What crowd 
Covers, or sprinkles o'er, yon village green ? 
Crowd seems it, solitary hill ! to thee, 
Though but a little family of men, 
Shepherds and tillers of the ground — betimes 
Assembled with their children and their wives, 
And here and there a stranger interspersed. 
They hold a rustic fair — ^a festival, 
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Such as, on tUs side now, and now on that, 

Repeated tlirough his tributary vales, 

Helvellyn, in the silence of his rest, 

Sees annually, if clouds towards either ocean 

Blown from their favourite resting-place, or loists 

Dissolved, have left him an unshrouded head. ^ 

Delightful day it is for aU who dwell 

In this secluded glen, and eagerly 

They give it welcome. Long ere heat of noon, 

From byre or field the kine were brought ; the sheep 

Are penned in cotes ; the chaffering is begun. 

The heifer lows, uneasy at the voice 

Of a new master ; bleat the flocks aloud. 

Booths are there none ; a staU or two is here ; 

A. lame man or a blind, the one to beg, 

The other to make music ; hither, too, 

From far, vrith basket, slung upon her arm. 

Of hawker's wares — books, pictures, combs, and pins — 

Some aged woman finds her way again, 

Year after year, a punctual visitant ! 

There also stands a speech-maker by rote, 

Pulling the strings of his boxed raree-show ; 

And in the lapse of many years may come 

Prouder itinerant, mountebank, or he 

Whose wonders in a covered wain lie hid. 

But one there is, the loveliest of them all. 

Some sweet lass of the valley, looking out 

For gains, and who that sees her would not buy P 

Fruits of her father's orchard, are her wares. 

And with the ruddy produce, she walks round 

Among the crowd, h^ pleased with, half ashamed 

Of, her new office, blushing restlessly. 

The children now are rich, for the old to-day 
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Are generous at the young ; and, if content 
With looking on, some anci^t wedded pair 
Sit in the shade together; while they gaze, 
'' A cheerful smile unbends the wrinkled brow, 
The days departed start again to life. 
And all the scenes of childhood reappear. 
Faint, but more tranquil, like the changing sun 
To him who slept at noon and wakes at eve.*' * 
Thus gaiety and cheerfulness prevail. 
Spreading from young to old, from old to young, 
And no one seems to want his share. — Immense 
Is the recess, the circumambient world 
Magnificent, by which they are embraced : 
They move about upon the soft green turf: 
How little they, they and their doings, seem. 
And all that they can furth^ or obstruct i 
Through utter weakness pitiably dear, 
As tender infimts are: and yet how great! 
Por all things serve them : them the morning light 
Loves, as it glistens on the silent rocks ; 
And them the silent rocks, which now from high 
Look down upon them ; the reposing clouds ; 
The wild brooks prattling from invisible haunts ; 
And old Helvellyn, conscious of the stir 
Which animates this day their calm abode. 

With deep devotion, Nature, did I feel. 
In that enormous City's turbulent world 
Of men and things, what benefit I owed 
To thee, and those domains of rural peace 
Where to the sense of beauty first my heart 

• These lines are from a descriptive Poem— '• Malvern HiUa"— by one 
of Mr. Wordsworth's oldest fiiendc^ Mr. Joseph Cottle.— JBU. 
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Was opened ; tract more exquisitely fair 
Than that famed paradise of ten thousand trees. 
Or Grehol's matchless gardens, for delight 
Of the Tartarian dynasty composed 
(Beyond that mighty wall, not fahulous, 
China's stupendous mound) by patient toil 
Of myriads and boon nature* s layish help ; 
There, in a clime from widest empire chosen, 
Pulfilling (could enchantment have done more P) 
A sumptuous dream of flowery lawns, with domes 
Of pleasure sprinkled over, shady dells 
Por eastern monaisteries, sunny mounts 
"With temples crested, bridges, gondolas, 
Ilocks, dens, and groves of foliage taught to melt 
Into each other their obsequious hues, 
Vanished and vanishing in subtle chase, 
Too fine to be pursued ; or standing forth 
In no discordant opposition, strong 
And gorgeous as the colours side by side 
Bedded among rich plumes of tropic birds ; 
And mountains over all, embracing all ; 
And all the landscape, endlessly enriched 
"With waters running, falling, or asleep. 

But lovelier far than this, the paradise 
Where I was reared ; in Nature's primitive gifts 
Favoured no less, and more to every sense 
Delicious, seeing that the sun and sky, 
The elements, and seasons as they change. 
Do find a worthy fellow-labourer there — 
Man free, man working for himself, with choice 
Of time, and place, and object ; by his wants. 
His comforts, native occupations, cares, 

VOL. V. s 
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Gheerftillj led to indiyidual ends 
Or social, and still followed by a train 
TJnwooed, unthought-of even — simplicity, 
And beauty, and inevitable grace. 

Yea, when a glimpse of those imperial bowers 
Would to a child be transport over-great. 
When but a half-hour's roam through such a place 
Would leave behind a dance of images, 
That shall break in upon his sleep for weeks ; • 
Even then the common haunts of the green earth, 
And ordinary interests of man, 
Which they embosom, all without regard 
As both may seem, are fastening on the heart 
Insensibly, each vdth the other's help. 
For me, when my affections first were led 
From kindred, fHends, and playmates, to partake 
Love for the human creature's absolute self, 
That noticeable kindliness of heart 
Sprang out of fountains, there abounding most. 
Where sovereign Nature dictated the tasks 
And occupations which her beauty adorned. 
And Shepherds were the men that pleased me first ; 
Kot such as Saturn ruled 'mid Latian wilds. 
With arts and laws so tempered, that their lives 
Left, even to us toiling in this late day, 
A bright tradition of the golden age ; 
Kot such as, 'mid Arcadisji fastnesses 
Sequestered, handed down among themselves 
Felicity, in Grecian song renowned ; 
Nor such as — when an adverse fate had driven. 
From house and home, the courtly band whose fortunes 
Entered, with Shakspeare's geniuSi the wild woods 
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Of Arden — ^amid sunsliine or in shade 

Culled the best fruits of Time's uncounted hours, 

Ere Fhcebe sighed for the false G-anjmede; 

Or there where Perdita and Plorizel 

Together danced, Queen of the feast, and King ; 

Nor such as Spenser fabled. True it is, 

That I had heard (what he perhaps had seen) 

Of maids at sunrise bringing in from far 

Their May-bush, and along the streets in flocks 

Parading with a song of taunting rhymes. 

Aimed at the laggards slumbering within doors ; 

Had also heard, from those who yet remembered. 

Tales of the May-pole dance, and wreaths that decked 

Porch, door-way, or kirk-pillar ; and of youths, 

Each with his maid, before the sun was up, 

By annual custom, issuing forth in troops. 

To drink the waters of some sainted well, 

And hang it round with garlands. Love survives 

But, for such purpose, flowers no longer grow : 

The times, too sage, perhaps too proud, have dropped 

These lighter graces ; and the rural ways 

And manners which my childhood looked upon 

Were the unluxuriant produce of a life 

Intent on little but substantial needs. 

Yet rich in beauty, beauty that was felt. 

But images of danger and distress, 

Man suffering among awful Powers and Forms ; 

Of this I heard, and saw enough to make 

Imagination restless ; nor was free 

Myself from frequent perils ; nor were tales 

Wanting, — the tragedies of former times, 

Hazards and strange escapes, of which the rocks 

82 
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Immutable, and everflowiBg streams, 
Where'er I roamed, were speaking monuments. 

Smooth life had flock and shepherd in old time, 
Long springs and tepid winters, on the banks 
Of delicate Galesus ; and no less 
Those scattered along Adria's myrtle shores : 
Smooth life had herdsman, and his snow-white herd 
To triumphs and to sacrificial rites 
Devoted, on the inviolable stream 
Of rich Clitumnus ; and the goat-herd lived 
As calmly, underneath the pleasant brows 
Of cool Lucretilis, where the pipe was heard 
Of Fan, Invisible Gbd, thriUing the rocks 
With tutelary music, from all harm 
The fold protecting. I myself, mature 
In manhood then, have seen a pastoral tract 
Like one of these, where Eancy might run wild. 
Though under skies less generous, less serene : 
There, for her own delight had Nature framed 
A pleasure-ground, diffused a £Eur expanse 
Of level pasture, islanded with groves 
And banked with woody risings ; but the Plain 
Endless, here opening widely out, and there 
Shut up in lesser lakes or beds of lawn 
And intricate recesses, creek or bay 
Sheltered within a shelter, where at large 
The shepherd strays, a rolling hut his home. 
Thither he comes with spring-time, there abides 
All summer, and at sunrise ye may hear 
His flageolet to liquid notes of love 
Attuned, or sprightly flfe resounding far. 
Nook is there none, nor tract of that vast' space 
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Where passage opens, but the same shall have 

In turn its visitant, telling there his hours 

In unlaborious pleasure, with no task 

More toilsome than to carve a beechen bowl 

Por spring or fountain, which the traveller findsi 

"When through the region he pursues at wiU 

His devious course. A glimpse of such sweet life 

I saw when, from the melancholy walls 

Of Groslar, once imperial, I renewed 

My daily walk along that wide champaign, 

That, reaching to her gates, spreads east and west, 

And northwards, from beneath the mountainous verge 

Of the Hercynian forest. Yet, hail to you 

Moors, mountains, headlands, and ye hollow vales, 

Te long deep channels for the Atlantic's voice, 

Powers of my native region ! Te that seize 

The heart with firmer grasp ! Tour snows and streams 

Ungovernable, and your terrifying win^s. 

That howl so dismally for him who treads 

Companionless your awful solitudes ! 

There, 'tis the shepherd's task the winter long 

To wait upon the storms : of their approach 

Sagacious, into sheltering coves he drives 

His ilock, and thither from the homestead bears 

A toilsome burden up the craggy ways, 

And deals it out, their regular nourishment 

Strewn on the frozen snow. And when the spring 

Looks out, and all the pastures dance with lambs. 

And when the flock, with warmer weather, climbs 

Higher and higher, him his office leads 

To watch their goings, whatsoever track 

The wanderers choose. Por this he quits his home 

At day-spring, and no sooner doth the sun 
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Begin to strike him with a fire-like heat, 

Than he lies down upon some shining rock, 

And breakfasts with his dog. When they have stolen. 

As is their wont, a pittance from strict time, 

Tot rest not needed or exchange of love, 

Then from his couch he st-arts ; and now his feet 

Crush out a livelier fragrance from the flowers 

Of lowly thyme, by Nature's skill enwrought 

In the wild turf: the lingering dews of mom 

Smoke round him, as from hill to hill he hies. 

His staff protending like a hunter's spear. 

Or by its aid leaping from crag to crag, 

And o'er the brawling beds of unbridged streams. 

Philosophy, methinks, at Fancy's call. 

Might deign to follow him through what he does 

Or sees in his day's march ; himself he feels. 

In those vast regions where his service lies, 

A freeman, wedded to his life of hope 

And hazard, and hard labour interchanged 

With that majestic indolence so dear 

To native man. A rambling school-boy, thus 

I felt his presen*ce in his own domain. 

As of a lord and master, or a power. 

Or genius, under Nature, under God, 

Presiding ; and severest solitude 

Had more commanding looks when he was there. 

When up the lonely brooks on rainy days 

Angling I went, or trod the trackless hills 

By mists bewildered, suddenly mine eyes 

Have glanced upon him distant a few steps. 

In size a giant, stalking through thick fog, 

His sheep like G-reenland bears ; or, as he stepped 

Beyond the boundary line of some hill-shadow. 
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His form liath flashed upon me, glorified 

By the deep radiance of the setting sun : 

Or him have I descried in distant sky, 

A solitary object and sublime, 

Above all height ! like an aerial cross 

Stationed alone upon a spiry rock 

Of the Chartreuse, for worship. Thus was man 

Ennobled outwardly before my sight, 

And thus my heart was early introduced 

To an unconscious love and reverence 

Of human nature ; hence the human form 

To me became an index of delight, 

Of grace and honour, power and worthiness. 

Meanwhile this creature — spiritual almost 

As those of books, but more exalted far ; 

Par more of an imaginative form 

Than the gay Corin of the groves, who lives 

For his own fancies, or to dance by the hour. 

In coronal, with Phyllis in the midst — 

Was, for the purposes of kind, a man 

With the most common ; husband, father ; learned. 

Could teach, admonish ; suffered with the rest 

!From vice and folly, wretchedness and fear ; 

Of this I little saw, cared less for it. 

But something must have felt. 

Call ye these appearances — 
Which I beheld of shepherds in my youth, 
This sanctity of Nature given to man — 
A shadow, a delusion, ye who pore 
On the dead letter, miss the spirit of things ; 
Whose truth is not a motion or a shape 
Instinct with vital functions, but a block 
Or waxen image which yourselves have made, 
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And je adore ! But blessed be the God 
Of Nature and of Man that this was so ; 
That men before my inexperienced eyes p 

Did first present themselves thus purified, 
. Semoved, and to a distance that was fit : 
And so we all of us in some degree 
Are led to knowledge, wheresoever led, 
And howsoever ; were it otherwise, 
And we found evil fast as we find good 
In our first years, or think that it is found, 
How could the innocent heart bear up and live ! 
But doubly fortunate my lot ; not here 
Alone, that something of a better life 
Perhaps was round me than it is the privilege 
Of most to move in, but that first I looked 
At Man through objects that were great or fair ; 
Pirst communed with him by their help. And thus 
Was founded a sure safeguard and defence 
Against the weight of meanness, selfish cares. 
Coarse manners, vulgar passions, that beat in 
On all sides from the ordinary world 
In which we traffic. Starting from this point 
I had my face turned toward the truth, began 
With an advantage furnished by that kind 
Of prepossession, without which the soul 
Eeceives no knowledge that can bring forth good, 
No genuine insight ever comes to her. 
Prom the restraint of over- watchful eyes 
Preserved, I moved about, year after year, '^^ 

Happy, and now most thankful that my walk 
Was guarded from too early intercourse 
With the deformities of crowded life. 
And those ensuing laughters and contempts, 







RETROSPECT. 265 

Self-pleasing, which, if we would wish to think 
With a due reverence on earth's rightful lord, 
Here placed to be the inheritor of heaven, 
WiU not permit us ; but pursue the mind, 
That to devotion willingly would rise, 
Into the temple and the temple's heart. 

Yet deem not, Priend ! that human kind with me 
Thus early took a place pre-eminent ; 
Nature herself was, at this unripe time, 
But secondary to my own pursuits 
And animal activities, and aU 
Their trivial pleasures; and when these had drooped 
And gradually expired, and Nature, prized 
For her own sake, became my joy, even then — 
And upwards through late youth, until not less 
Than two-and- twenty summers had been told — 
Was Man in my affections and regards 
Subordinate to her, her visible forms 
And viewless agencies : a passion, she, 
A rapture often, and immediate love 
Ever at hand ; he, only a delight 
Occasional, an accidental grace, 
His hour being not yet come. Par less had then 
The inferior creatures, beast or bird, attuned 
My spirit to that gentleness of love, 
(Though they had long been carefully observed). 
Won from me those minute obeisances 
Of tenderness, which I may number now 
With my first blessings. Nevertheless, on these 
The light of beauty did not fall in vain. 
Or grandeur circumfuse them to no end. 
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Bat when that first poetic faculty 
Of plain Imagination and seyere, 
No longer a mute influence of the soul, 
Yentored, at some rash Muse's earnest call, 
To tiy her strength among harmonious words ; 
And to book-notions and the rules of art 
Did knowingly conform itself; there came 
Among the simple shapes of human life 
A wilfulness of fancy and conceit ; 
And Nature and her objects beautified 
These fictions, as in some sort, in their turn, 
They burnished her. From touch of this new power 
ISTothing was safe : the elder-tree that grew 
Beside the well-known chamel-house had then 
A dismal look : the yew-tree had its ghost. 
That took his station there for ornament : 
The dignities of plain occurrence then 
Were tasteless, and truth's golden mean, a point 
Where no sufficient pleasure could be found. 
Then, if a widow, staggering with the blow 
Of her distress, was known to have turned her steps 
To the cold grave in which her husband slept. 
One night, or haply more than one, through pain 
Or half-insensate impotence of mind, 
The fact was caught at greedily, and there 
She must be visitant the whole year through. 
Wetting the turf with never-ending tears. 

Through quaint obliquities I might pursue 
These cravings ; when the fox-glove, one by one, 
Upwards through every stage of the tall stem. 
Had shed beside the public way its bells, -* ' » 

And stood of all dismantled, save the last 
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Left at the tapering ladder's top, that seemed 
To bend as doth a slender blade of grass 
Tipped with a rain-drop, 'Fancy loved to seat, 
Beneath the plant despoiled, but crested still 
With this last relic, soon itself to fall, 
Some vagrant mother, whose arch little ones, 
All unconcerned bj her dejected plight. 
Laughed as with rival eagerness their hands 
Gkithered the purple cups that round them lay, 
Strewing the turfs green slope. 

A diamond light 
(Whene'er the summer sun, declining, smote 
A smooth rock wet with constant springs) was seen 
Sparkling from out a copse-clad bank that rose 
!Ebronting our cottage. Oft beside the hearth 
Seated, with open door, often and long 
Upon this restless lustre have I gazed, 
That made my fancy restless as itself. 
'Twas now for me a burnished silver shield 
Suspended over a knight's tomb, who lay 
Inglorious, buried in the dusky wood : 
An entrance now into some magic cave 
Or palace built by fairies of the rock ; 
Nor could I have been bribed to disenchant 
The spectacle, by visiting the spot. 
Thus wilful Fancy, in no hurtful mood, 
Engrafted far-fetched shapes on feelings bred 
By pure Imagination : busy Power 
She was, and with her ready pupil turned 
Instinctively to human passions, then 
Least understood. Yet, 'mid the fervent swarm 
Of these vagaries, with an eye so rich * ' 
As mine was through the bounty of a grand 
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And lovelj region, I had forms distinct 

To steady me : each airj thought revolved 

Bound a substantial centre, which at onoe 

Incited it to motion, and controlled. 

I did not pine like one in cities bred, 

As was thy melancholy lot, dear Friend ! 

Great Spirit as thou art, in endless dreams 

Of sickliness, disjoining, joining, things 

Without the light of knowledge. Where the harm, 

If, when the woodman languished with disease 

Induced by sleeping nightly on the ground 

Within his sod-built cabin, Indian-wise, 

I called the pangs of disappointed love, 

And all the sad etcetera of the wrong. 

To help him to his grave. Meanwhile the man, 

If not already fiom the woods retired 

To die at home, was haply as I knew. 

Withering by slow degrees, 'mid gentle airs. 

Birds, running streams, and hills so beautiful 

On golden evenings, while the charcoal pile 

Breathed up its smoke, an image of his ghost 

Or spirit that full soon must take her flight. 

Nor shall we not be tending towards that point 

Of sound humanity to which our Tale 

Leads, though by sinuous ways, if here I shew 

How Pancy, in a season when she wove 

Those slender cords, to guide the unconscious Boy 

Por the Man's sake, could feed at Nature's call 

Some pensive musings which might well beseem 

Maturer years. 

A grove there is whose boughs 
Stretch from the western marge of Thurston-mere, 
With length of shade so thick, that whoso glides 
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Along the line of low-roofed water, moves 
As in a cloister. Once — while, in that shade 
Loitering, I watched the golden beams of light 
Flung from the setting sun, as they reposed 
In silent beauty on the naked ridge 
Of a high eastern hill — ^thus flowed my thoughts 
In a pure stream of words fresh from the heart : 
• Dear native Eegions, wheresoe'er shall close 
My mortal course, there will I think on you ; 
Dying, will cast on you a backward look ; 
Even as this setting sun (albeit the Yale 
Is no where touched by one memorial gleam) 
Doth with the fond remains of his last power 
Still linger, and a farewell lustre sheds. 
On the dear mountain-tops where first he rose. 

Enough of humble arguments ; recal. 
My Song ! those high emotions which thy voice 
Has heretofore made known ; that bursting forth 
Of sympathy, inspiring and inspired, 
When everywhere a vital pulse was felt. 
And all the several frames of things, like stars, 
Through every magnitude distinguishable, 
Shone mutually indebted, or half lost 
Each in the other's blaze, a galaxy 
Of life and glory. In the midst stood Man, 
Outwardly, inwardly contemplated. 
As, of all visible natures, crown, though bom 
Of dust, and kindred to the worm ; a Being, 
Both in perception and discernment, first 
In every capability of rapture. 
Through the divine effect of power and love; 

* See Tol. L p. 1. 



270 ^I^B FBBLUDB. 

As, more tlian anything we know, instinct 
With godhead, and, by reason and by will, 
Acknowledging dependency sublime. 

Ere long, the lonely mountains left, I moved, 
Begirt, from day to day, with temporal shapes 
Of vice and folly thrust upon my view. 
Objects of sport, and ridicule, and scorn, 
Manners and characters discriminate. 
And little bustling passions that eclipse, 
As well they might, the impersonated thought. 
The idea, or abstraction of the kind. 

An idler among academic bowers. 
Such was my new condition, as at large 
Has been set forth ; yet hero the vulgar light 
Of present, actual, superficial life, 
Gleaming through colouring of other times. 
Old usages and local privilege, 
Was welcomed, softened, if not solemnised. 
This notwithstanding, being brought more near 
To vice and guilt, forerunning wretchedness, 
I trembled, — thought, at times, of human life 
"With an indefinite terror and dismay. 
Such as the storms and angry elements 
Had bred in me ; but gloomier far, a dim 
Analogy to uproar and misrule, «. 

Disquiet, danger, and obscurity. 

It might be told (but wherefore speak of things 
Common to all P) that, seeing, I was led 
Gravely to ponder — judging between good 
And evil, not as for the mind's delight 
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But for her guidance— one who was to etct^ 
As sometimes to the best of feeble means 
I did, b J human sympathy impelled : 
And, through dislike and most offensive pain. 
Was to the truth conducted ; of this fSEuth 
Never forsaken, that, by acting well, 
And understanding, I should learn to love 
The end of life, and everything we- know. 

Grave Teacher, stem Preceptress ! for at times 
Thou canst put on an aspect most severe ; 
London, to thee I willingly return. 
Erewhil<* my verso played idly with the flowers 
Enwrought upon thy mantle ; satisfied 
With that amusement, and a simple look 
Of child-like inquisition now and then 
Cast upwards, on thy countenance, to detect 
Some inner meanings which might harbour there. 
But how could I in mood so light indulge, 
Keeping such fresh remembrance of the day, 
When, having thridded the long labyrinth 
Of the suburban villages, I first 
Entered thy vast dominion P On the roof 
Of an itinerant vehicle I sate, 
With vulgar men about me, trivial forms 
Of houses, pavement, streets, of men and things,-* 
Mean shapes on every side : but, at the instant. 
When to myself it fairly might be said, 
The threshold now is overpast, (how strange 
That aught external to the living mind 
Should have such mighty sway ! yet so it was), 
A weight of ages did at once descend 
Upon my heart ; no thought embodied, no 
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Distinct remembrances, but weight and powers- 
Power growing under weight : alaa ! I feel 
That I am trifling : 'twas a moment's pause, — 
All that took place within me came and went 
As in a moment ; yet with Time it dwells, 
And grateful memorj, as a thing divine. 

The curious traveller, who, from open day. 
Hath passed vnth torches into some huge cave, 
The G-rotto of Antiparos, or the Den 
In old time haunted by that Danish Witch, 
Yordas ; he looks around and sees the vault 
Widening on all sides ; sees, or thinks he sees. 
Erelong, the massy roof above his head, 
That instantly unsettles and recedes, — 
Substance and shadow, light and darkness, all 
Commingled, making up a canopy 
Of shapes and forms and tendencies to shape 
That shift and vanish, change and interchange 
Like spectres, — ferment silent and sublime ! 
That after a short space works less and less^ 
Till, every effort, every motion gone. 
The scene before him stands in perfect view 
Exposed, and lifeless as a written book ! — 
But let him pause awhile, and look again. 
And a new quickening shall succeed, at first 
Beginning timidly, then creeping fast. 
Till the whole cave, so late a senseless mass, 
Busies the eye with images and forms 
Boldly assembled, — here is shadowed forth 
Erom the projections, wrinkles, cavities, 
A variegated landscape, — ^there the shape 
Of som^ gigantic warrior clad in mail, 
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The ghostly semblance of a hooded monk, 
Veiled nun, or pilgrim resting on his staff: 
Strange congregation ! yet not slow to meet 
Eyes that perceive through minds that can inspire. 

Even in such sort; had I at first been moved, 
I^OT otherwise continued to be moved, 
As I explored the vast metropolis, 
Fount of my country's destiny and the world's ; 
That great emporium, chronicle at once 
And burial-place of passions, and their home 
Imperial, their chief living residence. 

With strong sensations teeming as it did 
Of past and present, such a place must needs 
Have pleased me, seeking knowledge at that time 
Far less than craving power ; yet knowledge came, 
Sought or unsought, and influxes of power 
Game, of themselves, or at her call derived 
In fits of kindliest apprehensiveness, 
From all sides, when whate'er was in itself 
Capacious found, or seemed to find, in me 
A correspondent ampHtude of mind ; 
Such is the strength and glory of our youth ! 
The himian nature unto which I felt 
That I belonged, and reverenced with love, 
Was not a punctual presence, but a spirit 
Difiiised through time and space, with aid derived 
Of evidence from monuments, erect. 
Prostrate, or leaning towards their common rest 
In earth, the widely scattered wreck sublime 
Of vanished nations, or more clearly drawn 
iFrom books and what they picture and record. 

VOL, V. « ^ 
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'Tis true, the history of our native land — 
"With those of Greece compared and popular Some, 
And in our high-wrought modem narratives 
Stript of their harmonising soul, the life 
Of manners and familiar incidents — 
Had never much delighted me. And less 
Than other intellects had mine been used 
To lean upon extrinsic circumstance 
Of record or tradition ; but a sense 
Of what in the Q-reat City had been done 
And suffered, and was doing, suffering, still. 
Weighed with me, could support the test of thought; 
And, in despite of all that had gone by, 
Or was departing never to return. 
There I conversed with majesty and power 
Like independent natures. Hence the place 
"Was thronged with impregnations like the "Wilds 
In which my early feelings had been nursed — 
Bare hills and valleys, full of caverns, rocks, 
And audible seclusions, dashing lakes. 
Echoes and waterfalls, and pointed crags 
That into music touch the passing wind. 
Here then my young imagination found 
No uncongenial element ; could here 
Among new objects serve or give command, 
Even as the heart's occasions might require. 
To forward reason's else too-scrupulous march. 
The effect was, still more elevated views 
Of human nature. Neither vice nor guilt, 
Debasement undergone by body or mind. 
Nor all the misery forced upon my sight, 
Misery not lightly passed, but sometimes scanned 
Most feelingly, could overthrow my trust 
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In what we matf become ; induce belief 

That I was ignorant, had been falsely taught, 

A solitary, who with vain conceits 

Had been inspired, and walked about in dreams. 

From those sad scenes when meditation turned, 

Lo ! every thing that was indeed divine 

Eetaihed its purity inviolate, 

Nay brighter shone, by this portentous gloom 

Set off; such opposition as aroused 

The mind of Adam, yet in Paradise 

Though fallen from bliss, when in the East he saw 

*Darkness ere day's mid course, and morning light 

More orient in the western cloud, that drew 

O'er the blue firmament a radiant white. 

Descending slow with something heavenly fraught. 

Add also, that among the multitudes 
Of that huge city, oftentimes was seen 
Affectingly set forth, more than elsewhere 
Is possible, the unity of man. 
One spirit over ignorance and vice 
Predominant, in good and evil hearts ; 
One sense for moral judgments, as one eye 
"For the sun's light. The soul when smitten thus 
By a sublime idea, whencesoe'er 
Vouchsafed for union or communion, feeds 
On the pure bliss, and takes her rest with God. 

Thus from a very early age, O Priend ! 
My thoughts by slow gradations had been drawn 
To human-kind, and to the good and iU 
Of human life : Nature had led me on ; 

• From MUton, Par. Lost, xL 204.—J5a. 

t2 
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And oft amid the "busj hum " I seemed 

To travel independent of her help, 

As if I had forgotten her ; but no, 

The world of human-kind outweighed not hers 

In mj habitual thoughts ; the scale of love, 

Though filling daily, still was Hght, compared 

With that in which her mighty objects laj. 
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Etek as a riyer, — ^partly (it might seem) 

Yielding to old remembrances, and swayed 

In part by fear to shape a way direct, 

That would engulph him soon in the ravenous sea — 

Turns, and wiU measure back his course, &r back, 

Seeking the very regions which he crossed 

In his first outset ; so have we, my Priend ! 

Turned and returned with intricate delay. 

Or as a traveller, who has gained the brow 

Of some aerial Down, while there he halts 

For breathing-time, is tempted to review 

The region left behind him ; and, if aught ^ 

Deserving notice have escaped regard, 

Or been regarded with too careless eye. 

Strives, from that height, with one and yet one more 

Last look, to make the best amends he may: 

So have we lingered. Now we start afresh 

"With courage, and new hope risen on our toil. 
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Fair greetings to this shapeless eagerness, 
Whene'er it eomes ! needful in work so long. 
Thrice needful to the argument which now 
Awaits us ! Oh, how much unlike the past ! 

Free as a colt at pasture on the hill^ 
I ranged at large, through London's wide domain, 
Month after month. Obscurely did I Hye, 
Not seeking frequent intercourse with men. 
By literature, or elegance, or rank, 
Distinguished.^ Scarcely was a year thus spent 
Ere I forsook the crowded solitude, 
"With less regret for its luxurious pomp. 
And aU the nicely-guarded shows of art, 
Than for the humble book-stalls in the streets^ 
Exposed to eye and hand where'er I turned. 

Prance lured me forth; the realm that I had crossed 
So lately, journeying toward the snow-clad Alps. 
But now, relinquishing the scrip and staff, 
And all enjoyment which the summer sun 
Sheds round the steps of those who meet the day 
With- motion constant as his own, I went 
Prepared to sojourn in a pleasant town> * 
"Washed by the current of the stately Loire. 

Through Paris lay my readiest course, and there 
SojoumiDg a few days, I visited 
In haste, each spot of old or recent fame. 
The latter chiefly ; from the field of Mars 
Down to the suburbs of St. Antony, 
And from Mont Martre southward to the Dome 
Of G-eneyi^ve. In both her clamorous Halls, 
The National Synod and the Jacobins, 
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I saw the fievolutionary Power 

Toss. like a ship at anchor, rocked bj storms ; 

The Arcades I traversed, in the Palace huge 

Of Orleans ; coasted round and round the line 

Of Tavern, Brothel, G-aming-house, and Shop, 

Great rendezvous of worst and best, the walk 

Of all who had a purpose, or had not ; 

I stared and listened, with a stranger's ears. 

To Hawkers and Haranguers, hubbub wild ! 

And hissing Eactionists with ardent ejes. 

In knots, or pairs, or single. Not a look 

Hope takes, or Doubt or Fear is forced to wear, 

But seemed there present ; and I scanned them all, 

"Watched every gesture uncontrollable, 

Of anger, and vexation, and despite. 

All side bj side, and struggling face to face. 

With gaietj and dissolute idleness. 

Where silent zephyrs sported with the dust 
Of the Bastille, I sate in the open sun. 
And from the rubbish gathered up a stone, . 
And pocketed the relic, in the guise 
Of an enthusiast ; yet, in honest truth, 
I looked for something that I could not find, 
Affecting more emotion than I felt ; 
Eor 'tis most certain, that these various sights, 
However potent their first shock, with me 
Appeared to recompense the traveller's pains 
Less than the painted Magdalene of Le Brun, 
A beauty exquisitely wrought, with hair 
Dishevelled, gleaming eyes, and vuefvl cheek 
Pale and bedropped with overflowing tears. 
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But hence to my more permanent abode 
I liasten ; there, by novelties in speech, 
Domestic manners, customs, gestures, looks, 
And all the attire of ordinary life, 
Attention was engrossed ; and, thus amused, 
I stood 'mid those concussions, unconcerned. 
Tranquil almost, and careless as a flower 
Glassed in a green-house, or a parlour shrub 
That spreads its leaves in unmolested peace. 
While every bush and tree, the country through. 
Is shaking to the roots : indifference this 
"Which may seem strange : but I was imprepared 
With needful knowledge, had abruptly passed 
Into a theatre, whose stage was filled 
And busy with an action far advanced. 
Like others, I had skimmed, and sometimes read 
With care, the master pamphlets of the day ; 
Nor wanted such half-insight as grew wild 
Upon that meagre soil, helped out by talk 
And public news ; but having never seen 
A chronicle that might suffice to show 
Whence the main organs of the public power 
Had. sprung, their transmigrations, when and how 
Accomplished, giving thus unto events 
A form and body ; all things were to me 
Loose and disjointed, and the affections left 
Without a vital interest. At that time, 
Moreover, the first storm was overblown, 
And the strong hand of outward violence 
Locked up in quiet. For myself, I fear 
Now, in connection with so great a theme^ 
To speak (as I must be compelled to do) 
Of one so unimportant ; night by night 
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Did I frequent the formal haunts of men, 
Whom, in the city, privilege of hirth 
Sequestered from the rest, societies 
Polished in arts, and in punctilio versed ; 
Whence, and from deeper causes, all discourse 
Of good and evil of the time was shunned 
With scrupulous care ; but these restrictions socm 
Proved tedious, and I gradually withdrew 
Into a noisier world, and thus ere long 
Became a patriot ; and mj heart was all 
G-iven to the people, and my love was theirs. 

A band of military Officers, 
Then stationed in the city, were the chief 
Of my associates : some of these wore swords 
That had been seasoned in the wars, and aU 
Were men well-bom ; the chivalry of Erance. 
In age and temper differing, they had yet 
One spirit ruling in each heart ; alike 
(Save only one, hereafter to be named) 
Were bent upon imdoing what was done : 
This was their rest and only hope ; therewith 
No fear had they of bad becoming worse. 
For worst to them was come ; nor would have stirred. 
Or deemed it worth a moment's thought to stir, 
In any thing, save only as the act 
Looked thitherward. One, reckoning by years^ 
Was in the prime of manhood, and erewhUe 
He had sate lord in many tender hearts ; 
Though heedless of such honours now, and changed : 
His temper was quite mastered by the times^ 
And they had blighted him, had eaten away 
The beauty of his person, doing wrong 
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iVIike to bodj and to mind : liis port, 

Wliicli once had been ^ect and open^ now 

Was stooping and contracted, and a face, 

Endowed by Nature with, her faireat gifts 

Of symmeby and light and bloom, expressed, 

A.S much as any that was ever seen, 

A rayage out of season, made by thoughts 

Unhealthy and vexatious. With the hour. 

That from the press of Paris duly brought 

Its freight of public news, the fever eame, 

A punctual visitant, to shake this man. 

Disarmed his voice and fanned his yellow cheek 

Into a thousand colours ; while he read, 

Or mused, his sword was haunted by his touch 

Continually, like an uneasy place 

In his own body. 'Twas in truth an hour 

Of universal ferment ; mildest men 

Were agitated ; and commotions, strife 

Of passion and opinion, filled the walls 

Of peaceful houses with unquiet sounds. 

The soil of common life, was, at that time, 

Too hot to tread upon. Oft said I then. 

And not then only, ''What a mockery this 

Of history, the past and that to come ! 

Kow do I feel how all men are deceived, 

Beading of nations and their works, in faith^ 

Faith given to vanity and emptiness ; 

Oh ! laughter for the page that would reflect 

To future times the face of what now is !" 

The land all swarmed with passion, like a plain 

Devoured by locusts, — Carra, Qorsas, — add 

A hundred other names, forgotten now, 

Nor to be heard of more ; yet, they were powers^ 



Like eiitiiqiiikfiB^ sihocfca lepettbed day by day. 
And Mk tiuoogii eveij nook of town and fidd. 

Sodiwaaliie stated tilings. MeanwUle the chief 
Of my asBodatea stood prepared foe flight 
To angment tiie band of emigrants in arms 
Upon tiie bordeis of tiie Shine, and leagued 
Witii fbrogn foes mnsteied for instant war. 
Tfaia was their nndisgaised intent, and they 
Were waiting inth tiie whole of tiidr desires 
The mxmient to depart. 

An 'y&nglialtfnan ^ 

Bom in a land whose Tery name appeared 
To Hoenae some nnmliness of mind ; 
A stranger, with yootii's farther piirilege, 
And tiie indulgence that a half-learnt speech 
"Wins from tiie courteous ; I, who had been else 
Shunned and not tolefated, fieely liTed 
"Witii tiiese defenders of the Crown, and talked. 
And beard thdr notions ; nor did they diadain 
The wish to bring me o?er to tiidr cause. 

But though nntanght by thinlring or by books 
To reason weU of polity or law. 
And nice distinctions, then on eveiy tongue, 
Of natural rigbts and dril; and to acts 
Of nations and their passing interests, 
(K with nnworldly ends and aims compared) 
Almost indifferent, eren the historian's tale 
Prizing but littie otherwise than I prized 
Tales of the poets, as it made the heart 
Beat high, and filled the fiincy with £ur forms, 
Old heroes and their sufferings and their deeds ; 
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Tet in the regal sceptre, and the pomp 
Of orders and degrees, I notliing found 
Then, or had ever, even in crudest youth. 
That dazzled me, but rather what I mourned 
And ill could brook, beholding that the best 
Suled not, and feeling that thej ought to rule. 

For, bom in a poor district, and which yet 
Betaineth more of ancient homeliness. 
Than any other nook of English ground, 
It was my fortune scarcely to have seen, 
Through the whole tenor of my school-day time, 
The face of one, who, whether boy or man, 
Was vested with attention or respect 
Through claims of wealth or blood ; nor was it least 
Of many benefits, in later years 
Derived from academic institutes 
And rules, that they held something up to view 
Of a Bepublic, where all stood thus far 
Upon equal ground ; that we were brothers aU 
In honour, as in one community. 
Scholars and gentlemen ; where, furthermore, 
Distinction open lay to all that came. 
And wealth and titles were in less esteem 
Than talents, worth, and prosperous industry. 
Add unto this, subservience from the first 
To presences of Q-od's mysterious power 
Made manifest in Nature's sovereignty, 
And fellowship with venerable books. 
To sanction the proud workings of the soul. 
And mountain liberty* It could not be 
But that one tutored thus should look with awe 
Upon the faculties of man, receive 



284 ^?QB PBBXJJJDIL 

Gladlj the higliest promises, vixi hail,. 

As best, the goyemment of equal ng^ts 

And indiyidual worth. And hence, O "Friesid I 

If. at the first great outbreak I rejotced 

Less than might well befit my youth, the cause 

In part lay here, that unto me the erenta 

Seemed nothing out of nature's certain course, 

A gift that was come rather late than soon. 

No wonder, then, if advocates like these. 

Inflamed by passion, blind with prejudice^ 

And stung with injury, at this riper day,. 

Were impotent to make my hopes put on 

The shape of theirs, my understanding bend 

In honour to their honour : zeal, which yet 

Had slumbered, now in opposition burst 

Forth like a Polar summer : every word 

They uttered was a dart, by counter-winds 

Blown back upon themselves ; their reason seined 

Confusion-stricken by a higher power 

Than human understanding, their discourse 

Maimed, spiritless ; and, in their weakness strong, 

I triumphed. 

Meantime, day by day, the roads 
"Were crowded with the bravest youth of Eranee, 
And aU the promptest of her spirits, linked 
In gallant soldiership, and posting cm 
To meet the war upon her frontier bounds. 
Tet at this very moment do tears start 
Into mine eyes : I do not say I weep — 
I wept not then, — ^but tears have dimmed my sight. 
In memory of the flBUPeweUs of that time. 
Domestic severings, female fortitude 
At dearest separation, patriot love 
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And self-devotion, and terrestrial hope, 
Encouraged with a martyr's confidence ; 
Even files of strangers merely seen but once. 
And for a moment, men i^om far with sound 
Of music, martial tunes, and banners spread, 
Entering the city, here and there a face, 
Or person, singled out among the rest. 
Yet still a stranger and beloved as such ; 
Even by these passing spectacles my heart 
"Was oftentimes uplifted, and they seemed 
Arguments sent from Heaven to prove the cause 
G-ood, pure, which no one could stand up against. 
Who was not lost, abandoned, selfish, proud. 
Mean, miserable, wilfully depraved. 
Hater perverse of equity and truth. 

Among that band of Officers was one. 
Already hinted at, of oth^ mould — 
A patriot, thence rejected by the rest, 
And with an oriental loathing spumed, 
As of a different caste. A meeker maa 
Than this lived never, nor a more benign. 
Meek though enthusiastic. Injuries 
Made Mm more gracious, and his nature then 
Did breathe its sweetness out most s^isibly, 
As aromatic flowers on Alpine turf. 
When foot hath crushed them. He through the events 
Of that great change wandered in perfect faith. 
As through a book, an old romance, or tale 
Of Fairy, or some dream of actions wrought 
Behind the summer clouds. By birth he ranked 
With the most noble, but unto the poor 
Among mankind he was in service bound, 
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As by some tie invisible, oaths professed 
To a religious order. Man be loved 
As man ; and, to tbe mean and tbe obscure. 
And all tbe bomelj in their homely works, 
Transferred a courtesy which had no air 
Of condescension ; but did rather seem 
A passion and a gallantry, like that 
Which he, a soldier, in his idler day 
Had paid to woman: somewhat vain he was. 
Or seemed so, yet it was not vanity. 
But fondness, and a kind of radiant joy 
Diffused around him, while he was intent 
On works of love or freedom, or revolved 
Complacently the progress of a cause. 
Whereof he was a part : yet this was meek 
And placid, and took nothing from the man 
That was delightful. Oft in solitude 
With him did I discourse about the end 
Of civil government, and its wisest forms ; 
Of ancient loyalty, and chartered rights, 
Custom and habit, novelty and change ; 
Of self-respect, and virtue in the few 
For patrimonial honour set apart, 
And ignorance in the labouring multitude, 
Eor he, to all intolerance indisposed, 
Balanced these contemplations in his mind ; 
And I, who at that time was scarcely dipped 
Into the turmoil, bore a sounder judgment 
Than later days allowed ; carried about me, 
With less alloy to its integrity. 
The experience of past ages, as, through help 
Of books and common life, it makes sure way 
To youthful minds, by objects over near 
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ITot pressed upon, nor dazzled or misled 

By struggling with the crowd for present ends. 

Eut though not deaf, nor obstinate to find 
Error without excuse upon the side 
Of them who strove against us, more delight 
"We took, and let this freely be confessed, 
In painting to ourselves the miseries 
Of royal courts, and that voluptuous life 
Unfeeling, where the man who is of soul 
The meanest thrives the most ; where dignity. 
True personal dignity, abideth not ; 
A light, a cruel, and vain world cut off 
From the natural inlets of just sentiment, 
Erom lowly sympathy and chastening truth ; 
Where good and evil interchange their names. 
And thirst for bloody spoils abroad is paired 
With vice at home. We added dearest themes — 
Man and his noble nature, as it is 
The gift which Q-od has placed within his power, 
"His blind desires and steady faculties 
Capable of clear truth, the one to break 
Bondage, the other to build liberty 
On firm foundations, making social life, 
Through knowledge spreading and imperishable, 
As just in regulation, and aa pure 
As individual in the wise and good. 

We summoned up the honourable deeds 
Of ancient Story, thought of each bright spot. 
That would be found in all recorded time. 
Of truth preserved and error passed away ; 
Of single spirits that catch the flame from Heaven, 
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And how tbe multitudes of men will feed 

And fan each other; thought of sects, how keea 

They are to put the appropriate nature on, 

Triumphant over every obstacle 

Of custom, language, country, love, or hate. 

And what they do and suffer for their creed ; 

How far they travel, and how long endure ; 

How quickly mighty Nations have been formed, 

Erom least beginnings ; how, together locked 

By new opinions, scattered tribes have made 

One body, spreading wide as clouds in heaven. 

To aspirations then of our own minds 

Did we appeal ; and, finally, beheld 

A living confirmation of the whole 

Before us, in a people from the depth 

Of shameM imbecility uprisen, 

Presh as the morning star. Elate we looked 

Upon their virtues ; saw, in rudest men. 

Self-sacrifice the firmest ; generous love, 

And continence of mind, and sense of right, 

TJppermost in the midst of fiercest strife. 

Oh, sweet it is, in academic groves. 
Or such retirement, Eriend ! as we have known 
In the green dales beside our Botha's stream, 
Q-reta, or Derwent, or some nameless rill, 
To ruminate, with interchange of talk, 
On rational liberty, and hope in man, 
Justice and peace. But far more sweet such toil — 
Toil, say I, for it leads to thoughts abstruse — 
If nature then be standing on the brink 
Of some great trial, and we hear the voice 
Of one devoted, — one whom circumstance 
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Hath called upon to embody his deep sense 

In action, give it outwardly a shape, 

And that of benediction, to the world. 

Then doubt is not, and truth is more than truth, — 

A hope it is, and a desire ; a creed 

Of zeal, by an authority Divine 

Sanctioned, of danger, difficulty, or death. 

Such conversation, under Attic shades. 

Did Dion hold with Plato ; ripened thus 

For a Deliverer's glorious task, — and such 

He, on that ministry already bound, 

Held with Eudemus and Timonides, 

Surrounded by adventurers in arms, 

When those two vessels with their daring freight, 

Por the Sicilian Tyrant's overthrow. 

Sailed from Zacynthus, — philosophic war, 

Led by Philosophers. "With harder fate. 

Though like ambition,, such was he, O Priend ! 

Of whom I speak. So Beaupuis (let the name 

Stand near the worthiest of Antiquity) 

Fashioned his life ; and many a long discourse. 

With like persuasion honoured, we maintained : 

He, on his part, accoutred for the worst, 

He perished fighting, in supreme command, 

Upon the borders of the unhappy Loire, 

For liberty, against deluded men. 

His fellow country-men ; and yet most blessed 

In this, that he the fate of later times 

Lived not to see, nor what we now behold, 

Who have as ardent hearts as he had then. 

Along that very Loire, with festal mirth 
Besounding at all hours, and innocent yet 

VOL. V. V 
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Of civil slaugliter, was our frequent walk ; 

Or in wide forests of continuous shade, 

Lofty and over-arched, with open space 

Beneath the trees, clear footing many a mile — 

A solemn region. Oft amid those haunts, 

Prom earnest dialogues I slipped in thought. 

And let remembrance steal to other times, 

"When, o'er those interwoven roots, moss-clad. 

And smooth as marble or a waveless sea, 

Some Hermit, from his cell forth-strayed, might pace 

In sylvan meditation undisturbed ; 

As on the pavement of a Gothic church 

Walks a lone Monk, when service hath expired, 

In peace and silence. But if e'er was heard, — 

Heard, though unseen, — a devious traveller, 

Betiring or approaching from afar 

With speed and echoes loud of trampling hoofs 

Prom the hard floor reverberated, then 

It was Angelica thundering through the woods 

"Upon her palfrey, or that gentle maid 

Erminia, fugitive as fair as she. 

Sometimes methought I saw a pair of knights 

Joust underneath the trees, that as in storm 

Booked high above their heads ; anon, the din 

Of boisterous merriment, and music's roar, 

In sudden proclamation, burst from haunt 

Of Satyrs in some viewless glade, with dance 

Bejoicing o'er a female in the midst, 

A mortal beauty, their unhappy thralL 

The width of those huge forests, unto me 

A novel scene, did often in this way 

Master my fancy while I wandered on 

With that revered companion. And sometimes — 
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When to a convent in a meadow green, 

By a brook-side, we came, a roofless pile, 

And not by reverential touch of Time 

Dismantled, but by violence abrupt — 

In spite of those heart-bracing colloquies, 

In spite of real fervour, and of that 

Less genuine and wrought up within myself — 

I could not but bewail a wrong so harsh, 

And for the Matin-bell to sound no more 

Grieved, and the twilight taper, and the cross 

High on the topmost pinnacle, a sign 

(How welcome to the weary traveller's eyes !) 

Of hospitality and peaceful rest. 

And when the partner of those varied walks 

Pointed upon occasion to the site 

Of Eomorentin, home of ancient kings, 

To the imperial edifice of Blois, 

Or to that rural castle, name now slippea 

Prom my remembrance, where a lady lodged. 

By the first Prancis wooed, and bound to him 

In chains of mutual passion, from the tower, 

As a tradition of the country tells, 

Practised to commune with her royal knight 

By cressets and love-beacons, intercourse 

*Twixt her high-seated residence and his 

Par off at Chambord on the plain beneath ; 

Even here, though less than with the peaceful house 

Seligious, 'mid those frequent monuments 

Of Kings, their vices and their better deeds. 

Imagination, potent to inflame 

At times with virtuous wrath and noble scorn, 

Did also often mitigate the force 

Of civic prejudice, the bigotry, 

V 2 



292 THB FBELUBK 

So call it, of a youthful patriot's mind ; 

And on these spots with many gleams I looked 

Of chivalrous delight. Yet not the less^ 

Hatred of absolute rule, where wDl of one 

Is hw for all, and of that barren pride 

In them who, by immunities unjust. 

Between the sovereign and the people stand. 

His helper and not theirs, L&id stronger hold 

Daily upon me, mixed with pity too 

And love ; for where hope is, there love will be 

For the abject multitude. And when we chanced 

One day to meet a hunger-bitten girl, 

Who crept along fitting her languid gait 

Unto a heifer's motion, by a cord 

Tied to her arm, and picking thus &om the lane 

Its sustenance, while the girl with pallid hands 

Was busy knitting in a heartless mood 

Of solitude, -and at the sight my friend 

In agitation said, '* 'Tis against ihiU 

That we are fighting," I with him believed 

That a benignant spirit was abroad 

Which might not be withstood, that poverty 

Abject as this would in a little time 

Be found no more, that we should see the earth 

Unthwarted in her wish to recompense 

The meek, the lowly, patient child of toil. 

All institutes for ever blotted out 

That legalised exclusion, empty pomp 

Abolished, sensual state and cruel power 

Whether by edict of the one or few ; 

And finally, as sum and crown of all. 

Should see the people having a strong hand 

In framing their own laws ; whence better days 
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To all manMiid. But, these things set apart. 

Was not this single confidence endugh 

To animate the mind that ever turned 

A thought to human welfare P That henceforth 

Captivity bj mandate without law 

Should cease ; and open accusation lead 

To sentence in the hearing of the world. 

And open punishment, if not the air 

Be £ree to breathe in, and the heart of man 

Dread nothing. Erom this height I shall not stoop 

To humbler matter that detained ua ofb 

In thought or conversation, public acts. 

And public persons, and emotions wrought 

Within the breast, as ever-varying winds 

Of record or report swept over us ; 

But I might here, instead, repeat a tale,* 

Told by my Patriot friend, of sad events, 

That prove to what low depth had struck the roots, 

How widely spread the boughs, of that old tree 

Which, as a deadly mischief^ and a foul 

And black dishonour, France was weary of. 

Oh, happy time of youthful lovers, (thus 
The story might begin,) oh, balmy time, 
In which a love-knot, on a lady's brow. 
Is fairer than the fairest star in Heaven ! 
So might — and with that prelude did begin 
The record ; and, in faithful verse, was given 
The doleful sequel. 

But our little bark 
On a strong river boldly hath been launched ; • 
And from the driving current should we turn 

* See " Vaudzacour and Julia»" toI L p. 285.~Jil. 
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To loiter wilfully within a cieek, 

Howe*er attractiTe, Fellow yoyager! 

TTould'st thou not elude ? Yet deem not mj pains lost: 

For Yaudracour and Julia (so were named 

The ill-fated pair) in that plain tale will draw 

Tears from the hearts of others, when their own 

Shall beat no more. Thou, also, there majst read. 

At leisure, how the enanioured youth was driven. 

By public power abased, to fattd crime. 

Nature's rebellion against monstrous law ; 

How, between heart and heart, oppression throst 

Her mandates, severing whom true love had joined. 

Harassing both ; until he sank and pressed 

The couch his fate had made for him; supine, 

Save when the stings of viperous remorse. 

Trying their strength, enforced him to start up. 

Aghast and prayerless. Into a deep wood 

He fled, to shun the haunts of human kind ; 

There dwelt, weakened in spirit more and more ; 

Nor could the voice of Freedom, which through France 

Full speedily resounded, public hope. 

Or personal memory of his own worst wrongs, 

Bouse him ; but, hidden in those gloomy shades, 

His days he wasted, — ^an imbecile mind. 
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BOOK TENTH. 
» 

RESIDENCE IN FBANGB. 

OONIISUBD. 

It was a beautiful and silent day 

Tliat orerspread the countenance of earth, 

Then fading with unusual quietness, — 

A day as beautiful as e'er was given 

To soothe regret, though deepening what it soothed^ 

When by the gliding Loire I paused, and cast 

TJpon his rich domains, vineyard and tilth, 

Green meadow-ground, and many-coloured woods. 

Again, and yet again, a farewell look ; 

Then from the quiet of that scene passed on. 

Bound to the fierce Metropolis. Prom his throne 

The King had fallen, and that invading host — 

Presumptuous cloud, on whose black front was written 

The tender mercies of the dismal wind 

That bore it — on the plains of Liberty 

Had burst innocuous. Say in bolder words, 

They — who had come elate as eastern hunters 

Banded beneath the Great Mogul, when he 

Erewhile went forth from Agra or Lahore, 

Bajahs and Omrahs in his train, intent 

To drive their prey enclosed within a ring 

"Wide as a province, but, the signal given. 

Before the point of the life-threatening spear 

Narrowing itself by moments — they, rash men, 
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Had seen the anticipated quarrj turned 
Into avengers, from whose wrath they fled 
In terror. Disappointment and dismaj 
Bemained for all whose fancies had run wild 
With evil expectations ; confidence 
And perfect triumph for the better cause. 

The State — as if to stamp the final seal 
On her security, and to the world 
Show what she was, a high and fearless soul. 
Exulting in defiance^ or heart-stung 
By sharp resentment, or belike to taunt 
With spiteful gratitude the baffled League^ 
That had stirred up her slackening fiuniltiea 
^o a new transition — ^when the King was crusbed. 
Spared not the empty throne, and in proud haate 
Assumed the body and venerable name 
Of a Bepublic. Lamentable crimes, 
*Tis true, had gone before this hour, dire work 
Of massacre, in which the senseless sword 
Was prayed to as a judge ; but these were past, 
Earth free from them for ever, as was thought,— 
Ephemeral monsters, to be seen but once ! 
Things that could only show themselyes and die* 

Cheered with this hope, to Paris I returned. 
And ranged, with ardour heretofore unfelt. 
The spacious city, and in progress passed 
The prison where the unhappy Monarch lay, 
Associate with his children and his wife 
In bondage ; and the palace, lately stormed 
With roar of cannon by a furious host. 
I crossed t^e square (an empty area then !) 
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Of the Carrousel, where so late had lain 

The dead, upon the djing heaped, and gazed 

On this and other spots, as doth a man 

Upon a volume whose contents he knows 

Are memorable, but from him locked up. 

Being written in a tongue he cannot read, 

So that he questions the mute leaves with pain, 

And half upbraids their silence. But that night 

I felt most deeply in what world I was. 

What ground I trod on, and what air I breathed. 

High was my room and lonely, near the roof 

Of a large mansion or hotel, a lodge 

That would have pleased me in more quiet times ; 

Nor was it wholly without pleasure then. 

With imextinguished taper I kept watch, 

Beading at intervals ; the fear gone by 

Pressed on me almost like a fear to come. 

I thought of those September massacres. 

Divided from me by one little month. 

Saw them and touched : the rest was conjured up 

Prom tragic JSctions or true history, 

Eemembrances and dim admonishments. 

The horse is taught his manage, and no star 

Of wildest course but treads back his own steps ; 

Por the spent hurricane the air provides 

As fierce a successor ; the tide retreats 

But to return out of its hiding-place 

In the great deep ; all things have second birth ; 

The earthquake is not satisfied at once ; 

And in this way I wrought upon myself, 

Until I seemed to hear a voice that cried. 

To the whole city, " Sleep no more." The trance 

Pled with the voice to which it had given birth ; 
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But yaiiily comments of a calmer mind 
PromiBed soft peace and sweet foigetfolness. 
The place, all hushed and silent as it was. 
Appeared unfit for the repose of night, 
Defenceless as a wood where tigers roam. 

With early morning towards the Palace-walk 
Of Orleans eagerly I turned : as yet 
The streets were still ; not so those long Arcades ; 
There, 'mid a peal of ill-matched sounds and ciieS| 
That greeted me on entering, I could hear 
Shrill voices from the hawkers in the throng, 
Bawling, " Denunciation of the Crimes 
Of Maximilian Bobespierre ;" the hand, 
Prompt as the voice, held forth a printed speech, 
The same that had been recently pronounced, 
When Bobespierre, not ignorant for what mark 
Some words of indirect reproof had been 
Intended, rose in hardihood, and dared 
The man who had an ill surmise of him 
To bring his charge in openness ; whereat. 
When a dead pause ensued, and no one stirred. 
In silence of all present, from his seat 
Louvet walked single through the avenue. 
And took his station in the Tribune, saying, 
" I, Bobespierre, accuse thee !" Well is known 
The inglorious issue of that charge, and how 
He, who had launched the startling thunderbolt. 
The one bold man, whose voice the attack had sounded. 
Was left without a follower to discharge 
His perilous duty, and retire lamenting 
That Heaven's best aid is wasted upon men 
Who to themselves are false. 
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But these are tilings 
Of which I speak, only as they were storm 
Or Bimshine to my individual mind, 
No further. Let me then relate that now — 
In some sort seeing with my proper eyes 
That Liberty, and Life, and Death, would soon 
To the remotest comers of the land 
Lie in the arbitrement of those who ruled 
The capital City ; what was struggled for, 
And by what combatants victory must be won ; 
The indecision on their part whose aim 
Seemed best, and the straightforward path of those 
"Who in attack or in defence were strong 
Through their impiety — ^my inmost soul 
Was agitated ; yea, I could almost 
Have prayed that throughout earth upon all men, 
By patient exercise oi reason made 
Worthy of liberty, all spirits filled 
With zeal expanding in Truth's holy light. 
The gift of tongues might fall, and power arrive 
TVom the four quarters of the winds to do 
Por Erance, what without help she could not do, 
A work of honour ; think not that to this 
I added, work of safety : &om all doubt 
Or trepidation for the end of things 
Ear was I, far as angels are from guilt. 

Yet did I grieve, nor only grieved, but thought 
Of opposition and of remedies : 
An insignificant stranger and obscure, 
And one, moreover, little graced with power 
'Of eloquence even in my native speech, 
And- all unfit for tumult or intrigue. 
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Yet would I at this time with wining heart 

Have undertaken for a cauae ao great 

Serrice however dangerous. I rerolved. 

How mnch the destihj of Man had still 

Hung npon single penons; that theie waa, 

Transcendent to all local patrimonj. 

One nature, aa there is one sun in heayen ; 

That objects, even aa thej are great, thereby 

Do come within the reach of humblest eyes ; 

That Man is onl j weak through his mistrust 

And want of hope where eyidenoe divine 

Proclaims to him that hope should be most sure ; 

Nor did the inexperience of m j jonth 

Preclude conviction, that a spirit strong 

In hope, and trained to noble aspirations, 

A spirit thoroughly faithful to itself, 

Is for Society's unreasonin^herd 

A domineering instinct, serves at once 

Por way and guide, a fluent receptacle 

That gathers up each petty straggling liU 

And vein of water, glad to be rolled on 

In safe obedience ; that a mind, whose rest 

Is where it ought to be, in self-restraint^ 

In circumspection and simplicity, 

Palls rarely in entire discomfiture 

Below its aim, or meets with, from without, 

A treachery that foils it or defeats ; 

And, lastly, if the means on human will, 

Prail human will, dependent should betray 

Him who too boldly trusted them, I felt 

That 'mid the loud distractions of the world 

A sovereign voice subsists within the soul, 

Arbiter undisturbed of right and wrong, 
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Of life and death, in majesty severe 
Enjoining, as may best promote the aims 
Of truth and justice, either sacrifice, 
From whatsoever region of our cares 
Or our infirm affections Nature pleads, 
Earnest and blind, against the stem decree. 

On the other side, I called to mind those truths 
That are the common-places of the schools — 
(A theme for boys, too hackneyed for their sires,) 
Yet, with a revelation's liveliness. 
In all their comprehensive bearings known 
And visible to pliilosophers of old, 
Men who, to business of the world untrained, 
Lived in the shade ; and to Harmodius known 
And his compeer Aristogiton, known 
To Brutus — ^that tyrannic power is weak, 
Hath neither gratitude, nor faith, nor love. 
Nor the support of good or evil men 
To trust in ; that the godhead which is ours 
Can never utterly be charmed or stilled ; 
That nothing hath a natural right to last 
But equity and reason ; that all else 
Meets foes irreconcilable, and at best 
Lives only by variely of disease. 

Well might my wishes be intense, my thoughts 
Strong and perturbed, not doubting at that time 
But that the virtue of one paramount mind 
Would have abashed those impious crests — have quelled 
Outrage and bloody power, and — ^in despite 
Of what the People long had been and were 
Through ignorance and false teaching, sadder proof 
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Of immaturity, and — in the teeth 
Of desperate opposition from without — 
Have cleared a passage for just goYemment, 
And left a solid birthright to the State, 
iE^edeemed, according to example given 
By ancient lawgivers. 

In this frame of mind, 
Dragged by a chain of harsh necessity, 
So seemed it, — ^now I thankfully acknowledge, 
Forced by the gracious providence of Heaven, — 
To Enghuid I returned, else (though assured 
That I both was and must be of small weight, 
No better than a landsman on the deck 
Of a ship struggling with a hideous storm) 
Doubtless, I should have then made common cause 
/With some who perished ; haply perished too, 
A poor mistaken and bewildered offering,— 
Should to the breast of Nature have gone back. 
With all my resolutions, all my hopes, 
A Poet only to myself, to men 
Useless, and even, beloved Friend ! a seal 
To thee unknown ! 

Twice had the trees let fall 
Their leaves, as often Winter had put on 
His hoary crown, since I had seen the surge 
Beat against Albion's shore, since ear of mine 
Had caught the accents of my native speech 
"Upon our native country's sacred ground. 
A patriot of the world, how could I glide 
Into communion with her sylvan shades, 
Erewhile my tuneful haunt P It pleased me more 
To abide in the great City, where I found 
The general air still busy with the stir 
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Of that first memorable onset made 

Bj a strong levy of humanity 

Upon the traffickers in Negro blood ; 

Effort which, though defeated, had recalled 

To notice old forgotten principles, 

And through the nation spread a novel heat 

Of virtuous feeling. For myself, I own 

That this particular strife had wanted power 

To rivet my affections ; nor did now 

Its imsuccessful issue much excite 

My sorrow ; for I brought with me the faith 

That, if France prospered, good men would not long 

Pay fruitless worship to humanity, 

And this most rotten branch of human shame, 

Object, so seemed it, of superfluous pains, 

Would fall together with its parent toee. 

"What, then, were my emotions, when in arms 

Britain put forth her free-bom strength in league, 

Oh, pity and shame ! with those confederate Powers ! 

Not in my single self alone I found, 

But in the minds of all ingenuous youth, 

Change and subversion from that hour. No shock 

Given to my moral nature had I known 

Down to that very moment ; neither lapse 

Nor turn of sentiment that might be named 

A revolution, save at this one time ; 

All else was progress on the self-same path 

On which, with a diversity of pace, 

I had been travelling : this a stride at once 

Into another region. As a light 

And pliant harebell, swinging in the breeze 

On some grey rock — its birth-place — so had I 

Wantoned, fast rooted on the ancient tower 
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Of my beloved country, wisliiiig not 

A happier fortune tban to wither there : 

Now was I from that pleasant station torn 

And tossed about in whirlwind. I rejoiced. 

Yea, afterwards — ^truth most painful to record! — 

Exulted, in the triumph of mj soul. 

When Englishmen bj thousands were o'eitiirown, 

Left without glory on the field, or driTen, 

Brave hearts ! to shameful flight. It was a grief, — 

Orief call it not, 'twas anything but that, — 

A conflict of sensations without name. 

Of which he only, who may love the sight 

Of a village steeple, as I do, can judge, 

When, in the congregation bending all 

To their great Father, prayers were offered up. 

Or praises for our country's victories ; 

And, 'mid the simple worshippers, perchance 

I only, like an uninvited guest 

Whom no one owned, sate silent, shall I add, 

Fed on the day of vengeance yet to come. 

Oh ! much have they to account for, who could tear. 
By violence, at one decisive rent, 
From the best youth in England their dear pride. 
Their joy, in England ; this, too, at a time 
In which worst losses easily might wean 
The best of names, when patriotic love 
Did of itself in modesty give way, 
Like the Precursor when the Deity 
Is come Whose harbinger he was ; a time 
In which apostasy from ancient faith 
8eemed but conversion to a higher creed ; 
Withal a season dangerous and wild, 



BE8IDENCE IN FRANCE. 805 

A time when sage Experience would have snatched 
Mowers out of any hedge-row to compose 
A chaplet in contempt of his grey locks. 

When the proud fleet that bears the red-cross flag 
In that unworthy service was prepared 
To mingle, I beheld the vessels lie, 
A brood of gallant creatures, on the deep ; 
I saw them in their rest, a sojourner 
Through a whole month of calm and glassy days 
In that delightful island which protects 
Their place of convocation — there I heard. 
Each evening, pacing by the still sea-shore, 
A monitory sound that never failed, — 
The sunset cannon. While the orb went down 
In the tranquillity of nature, came 
That voice, ill requiem ! seldom heard by me 
Without a spirit overcast by dark 
Imaginations, sense of woes to come, 
Sorrow for human kind, and pain of heart. 

In France, the men, who, for their desperate ends. 
Had plucked up mercy by the roots, were glad . 
Of this new enemy. Tyrants, strong before 
In wicked pleas, were strong as demons now ; 
And thus, on every side beset with foes, 
The goaded land waxed mad ; the crimes of few 
Spread into madness of the many ; blasts 
Prom hell came sanctified like airs from heaven. 
The sternness of the just, the faith of those 
Who doubted not that Providence had times 
Of vengeful retribution, theirs who throned 
The human Understanding paramount 

TOZu V. X 
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And made of that their Grod, the hopes of men 

Who were content to barter short-liTed pangs 

Por a paradise of ages, the blind rage 

Of insolent tempers, the light yanily 

Of intermeddlers, steadj purposes 

Of the suspicious, slips of the indiscreet. 

And all the accidents of life — ^were pressed 

Into one service, busy with one work. 

The Senate stood aghast, her prudence quenched. 

Her wisdom stifled, and her justice scared. 

Her frenzy only active to extol 

Fast outrages, and shape the way for new, ' 

Which no one dared to oppose or mitigate. 

» 

Domestic carnage now filled the whole year 
With feast-days ; old men from the chimney-nook. 
The maiden from the bosom of her love. 
The mother from the cradle of her babe. 
The warrior from the field — all perished, all — 
Friends, enemies, of all parties, ages, ranks, 
Head aflber head, and never heads enough 
"For those that bade them fall. They found their joy. 
They made it proudly, eager as a child, 
(If like desires of innocent little ones 
May with such heinous appetites be compared). 
Pleased in some open field to exercise 
A toy that mimics with revolving wings 
The motion of a wind-mill ; though the air 
Do of itself blow fresh, and make the vanes 
Spin in his eyesight, that contents him not, 
But, with the plaything at arm's length, he sets 
His front against the blast, and runs amain, 
That it may whirl the faster. 
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Amid the deptk 
dt those enormities, even thinking minds 
Porgot, at seasons, whence they had their being 
Porgot that such a sound was ever heard 
As Liberty upon earth : yet all beneath 
Her innocent authority was vn'ought, 
Nor could have been, without her blessed namOr 
The illustrious wife of Eoland, in the hour 
Of her composure, felt that agony, 
And gave it vent in her last words. O Friend ! 
It was a lamentable time for man, 
"Whether a hope had e'er been his or not ; 
A woful time for them whose hopes survived 
The shock ; most woful for those few who still 
"Were flattered, and had trust in human kind : 
They had the deepest feeling of the grief. 
Meanwhile the Invaders fared as they deserved : 
The Herculean Commonwealth had put forth her arms, 
And throttled with an infant godhead's might 
The snakes about her cradle ; that was well. 
And as it should be ; yet no cure for them 
"Whose souls were sick with pain of what would be 
Hereafter brought in charge against mankind. 
Most melancholy at that time, O Priend ! 
"Were my day-thoughts, — my nights were miserable ; 
Through months, through years, long after the last beat 
Of those atrocities, the hour of sleep 
To me came rarely charged with natural gifts, 
Such ghastly visions had I of despair 
And tyranny, and implements of death ; 
And innocent victims sinking under fear, 
And momentary hope, and worn-out prayer. 
Each in his separate cell, or penned in crowds 

X 2 
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For sacrifice, and Btraggling with fond mirth. 
And levity in dungeons, where the dust 
Was laid with tears. Then suddenly the scene 
Changed, and the unhroken dream entangled me 
In long orations, which I strove to plead 
Before unjust trihunals, — ^with a voice 
I^abouring, a brain confounded, and a sense. 
Death-like, of treacherous desertion, felt 
In the last place of refuge — mj own soul. 

When I began in youth's delightful prime 
To yield myself to Nature, when that strong 
And holy passion overcame me first. 
Nor day nor night, evening or mom, was free * 

From its oppression. But, O Power Supreme ! 
Without Whose call this world would cease to breathe. 
Who from the fountain of Thy grace dost fill 
The veins that branch through every frame of life. 
Making man what he is, creature divine, 
In single or in social eminence. 
Above the rest raised infinite ascents 
When reason that enables him to be 
,1s not sequestered — what a change is here ! 
How different ritual for this after-worship. 
What countenance to promote this second love ! 
The first was service paid to things which lie 
Guarded within the bosom of Thy will. 
Therefore to serve was high beatitude ; 
Tumult was therefore gladness, and the fear 
Ennobling, venerable ; sleep secure. 
And waking thoughts more rich than happiest dreams. 

But as the ancient Prophets, borne aloft 
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In vision, yet constrained hj natural laws 

"With them to take a troubled human heart, 

"Wanted not consolations, nor a creed 

Of reconcilement, then when they denounced, 

On towns and cities, wallowing in the abyss 

Of their offences, punishment to come ; 

Or saw, like other men, with bodily eyes, 

Before them, in some desolated place. 

The wrath consummate and the threat fulfilled ; 

So, with devout humility be it said. 

So, did a portion of that spirit fall 

On me uplifted from the vantage-ground 

Of pity and sorrow to a state of being 

That through the time's exceeding fierceness saw 

Glimpses of retribution, terrible, 

And in the order of sublime behests : 

But, even if that were not, amid the awe 

Of unintelligible chastisement, 

Not only acquiescences of faith 

Survived, but daring sympathies with power, 

Motions not treacherous or profane, else why 

"Within the folds of no ungentle breast 

Their dread vibration to this hour prolonged ? 

Wild blasts of music thus could find their way 

Into the midst of turbulent events ; 

So that worst tempests might be listened to. 

Then^was the truth received into my heart, 

GPhat, under heaviest sorrow earth can bring. 

If from the affliction somewhere do not grow 

Honour which could not else have been, a faitt 

An elevation, and a sanctity. 

If new strength be not given nor old restored, 

The blame is ours, not Nature's. When a taunt 
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Was taken np bj scoffers in their pride. 

Saying, " Behold the hanrest that we reap 

Prom popular goyemment and equalitj," 

I clearlj saw that neither these nor aught 

Of wild belief engrafted on their names 

By false philosophy had caused the woe, 

But a terrific reserroir of guilt 

And ignorance filled up from age to age, 

That could no longer hold its loathsome charge. 

But burst and spread in deluge through the land. 

And as the desert hath green spots, the sea 
Small islands scattered amid stormy waves, 
So thai disastrous period did not want 
Bright sprinklings of all human excellence, 
To which the silver wands of saints in Heaven 
Might point with rapturous joy. Yet not the less, 
Por those examples, in no age surpassed. 
Of fortitude and energy and love. 
And human nature faithful to herself 
Under worst trials, was I driven to think 
Of the glad times when first I traversed IVance 
A youthful pilgrim ; above all reviewed 
That eventide, when under windows bright 
With happy faces and with garlands hung, 
And through a rainbow-arch that spanned the street, 
Triiunphal pomp for liberty confirmed, 
I paced, a dear companion at my side, 
The town of Arras, whence with promise high 
Issued, on delegation to sustain 
Humanity and right, thai Bobespierre, 
He who thereafter, and in how short time ! 
Wielded the sceptre of the Atheist crew. 
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When the calamity spread fer and wide — 
And tliis same city, that did then appear 
To outrun the rest in exultation, groaned 
Under the vengeance of her cruel son, 
As Lear reproached the winds — I could almost 
Have quarrelled with that blameless spectacle 
For lingering yet an image in my mind • 
To mock me under such a strange reverse. 

O Friend ! few happier moments have been mine 
Than that which told the downfall of this Tribe 
So dreaded, so abhorred. The day deserves 
A separate record. Over the smooth sands 
Of Leven's ample estuary lay 
My journey, and beneath a genial sun, 
"With distant prospect among gleams of sky 
And clouds and intermingling mountain tops. 
In one inseparable glory clad. 
Creatures of one ethereal substance met 
In consistory, like a diadem 
Or crown of burning seraphs as they sit 
In the empyrean. Underneath that pomp 
Celestial, lay unseen the pastoral vales 
Among whose happy fields I had grown up 
From childhood. On the fulgent spectacle, 
That neither passed away nor changed, I gazed 
Enrapt ; but brightest things are wont to draw 
Sad opposites out of the inner heart, 
As even their pensive influence drew from mine. 
How could it otherwise ? for not in vain 
That very morning had I turned aside 
To seek the ground where, 'mid a throng of graves, 
An honoured teacher of my youth was laid, 
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And on the stone were graven by his desire 
Lines from the churchyard elegy of Gray. 
This faithful guide, speaking from his death-bed, 
Added no farewell to his parting counsel, 
But said to me, " My head will soon lie low ;" 
And when I saw the turf that covered him, 
After the .lapse of full eight years, those words, 
With sound of voice and countenance of the Man, 
Came back upon me, so that some few tears 
Pell from me in my own despite. But now 
I thought, still traversing that widespread plain, 
"With tender pleasure of the verses graven 
Upon his tombstone, whispering to myself: 
He loved the Poets, and, if now alive. 
Would have loved me, as one not destitute 
Of promise, nor belying the kind hope 
■\ That he had formed, when I, at his command. 

Began to spin, with toil, my earliest songs. 

As I advanced, all that I saw or felt 
Was gentleness and peace. Upon a small 
And rocky island near, a fragment stood, 
(Itself like a sea rock) the low remains 
} (With shells encrusted, dark with briny weeds) 

Of a dilapidated structure, once 
A Eomish chapel, where the vested priest 
Said matins at the hour that suited those 
Who crossed the sands with ebb of morning tide. 
Not far from that still ruin all the plain 
Lay spotted with a variegated crowd 
Of vehicles and travellers, horse and foot, 
Wading beneath the conduct of tlieir guide 
Li loose procession through the shallow stream 
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Of inland waters ; the great sea meanwhile 
Heaved at safe distance, far retired. I paused. 
Longing for skill to paint a scene so bright 
And cheerful, but the foremost of the band 
As he approached, no salutation given 
In the familiar language of the day, 
Cried, " Eobespierre is dead ! " — ^nor was a doubt, 
Afber strict question, left within my mind 
That he and his supporters all were fallen. 

Great was my transport, deep my gratitude 
To everlasting Justice, by this fiat 
Made manifest. " Come now, ye golden times," 
Said I forth-pouring on those open sands 
A hymn of triumph : ** as the morning comes 
Prom out the bosom of the night, come ye : 
Thus far our trust is verified ; behold ! 
They who with clumsy desperation brought 
A river of Blood, and preached that nothing else 
Could cleanse the Augean stable, by the might 
Of their own helper have been swept away ; 
Their madness stands declared and visible ; 
Elsewhere will safety now be sought, and earth 
March firmly towards righteousness and peace." — 
Then schemes I framed more calmly, when and how 
The madding factions might be tranquilLised, 
And how through hardships manifold and long 
The glorious renovation would proceed. 
Thus interrupted by uneasy bursts 
Of exultation, I pursued my way 
Along that very shore which I had skimmed 
In former days, when — spurring from the Vale 
Of Nightshade, and St. Mary's mouldering fane, 
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And the stone abbot, after circuit made 

In wantonness of heart, a joyous band 

Of school-boys hastening to their distant home 

Along the margin of the moonlight sea — 

We beat with thundering hoofs the level sand. 
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!Fbom that time forth, Authority in !France 
Put on a milder face ; Terror had ceased, 
Tet everything was wanting that might give 
Courage to them who looked for good by light 
Of rational Experience, for the shoots 
And hopeful blossoms of a second spring : 
Yet, in me, confidence was unimpaired ; 
The Senate's language, and the public acts 
And measures of the Government, though both 
Weak, and of heartless omen, had not power 
To daunt me ; in the People was my trust : 
And, in the virtues which mine eyes had seen, 
I knew that wound external could not take 
Life fjpom the young Republic ; that new foes 
Would only follow, in the path of shame. 
Their brethren, and her triumphs be in the end 
Great, universal, irresistible. 
This intuition led me to confound 
One victory with another, higher far, — 
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Triumphs of unambitious peace at home. 

And noiseless fortitude. Beholding still 

Sesistance strong as heretofore, I thought 

That what was in degree the same was likewise 

The same in quality, — ^that, as the worse 

Of the two spirits then at strife remained 

Untired, the better, surely, would preserve 

The heart that first had roused him. Youth maintains. 

In all conditions of society, 

Communion more direct and intimate 

With Nature, — Whence, ofttimes, with reason too — 

Than age or maohood, even. To Nature, then, 

Power had reverted : habit, custom, law, 

Had lefb an interregnum's open space 

Por her to move about in, uncontrolled. 

Hence could I see how Babel-like their task. 

Who, by the recent deluge stupified, 

With their whole souls went culling from the day 

Its petty promises, to build a tower 

Por their own safety ; laughed with my compeers 

At gravest heads, by enmity to France 

Distempered, till they found, in every blast 

Porced from the street-disturbing newsman's horn, 

Por her great cause record or prophecy 

Of utter ruin. How might we believe 

That wisdom could, in any shape, come near 

Men clinging to delusions so insane ? 

And thus, experience proving that no few 

Of our opinions had been just, we took 

Like credit to ourselves where less was due, 

And thought that other notions were as sound, 

Yea, could not but be right, because we saw 

That foolish men opposed them. 
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To a strain 
More animated I might Here give way, 
And tell, since juvenile errors are mj theme, 
What in those days, through Britain, was perfonnad 
To turn all judgments out of their right course ; 
But this is passion over-near ourselves, 
Beality too close and too intense, 
And intermixed with something, in my mind, 
Of scorn and condemnation personal. 
That would profane the sanctity of verse. 
Our Shepherds, this say merely, at that time 
Acted, or seemed at least to act, like men 
Thirsting to make the guardian crook of law 
A tool of murder ; they who ruled the State- 
Though with such awM proof before their eyes 
That he, who would sow death, reaps death, or worse, 
And can reap nothing better — child-like longed 
To imitate, not wise enough to avoid ; 
Or left (by mere timidity betrayed) 
The plain straight road, for one no better chosep 
Than if their wish had been to undermine 
Justice, and make an end of Liberty. 

But firom these bitter truths I must return 
To my own history. It hath been told 
That I was led to take an eager part 
In arguments of civil polity, 
Abruptly, and indeed before my time : 
I had approached, like other youths, the shield 
Of human nature from the golden side. 
And would have fought, even to the death, to attest 
The quality of the metal which I saw. 
What there is best in individual man, 
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Of wise in passion, and sublime in power, 

Benevolent in small societies, 

And great in large ones, I bad oft revolved, 

Eelt deeply*) but not tborougbly understood 

By reason : nay, far from it ; tbey were yet, 

As cause was given me afterwards to learn, 

Kot proof against the injuries of the day ; 

Lodged only at the sanctuary's door, 

Not safe within its bosom. Thus prepared, 

And with such general insight into evil, 

And of the bounds which sever it from good, 

As books and common intercourse with life 

Must needs have given — ^to the inexperienced mind. 

When the world travels in a beaten road, 

Ghiide fedthful as is needed — I began 

To meditate with ardour on the rule 

And management of nations ; what it is 

And ought to be ; and strove to learn how fiur 

Their power or weakness, wealth or poverty. 

Their happiness or misery, depends 

Upon their laws, and fiishion of the State. 

* O pleasant exercise of hope and joy ! 
Eor mighty were the auxiliars which then stood 
Upon our side, us who were strong in love ! 
Bliss was it in that dawn to be alive. 
But to be voung was very Heaven ! O times, 
In which toe meagre, stale, forbidding ways 
Of custom, law, and statute, took at once 
The attraction of a country in romance ! 
When Season seemed the most to assert her rights 
When most intent on making of herself 

• Sm vol. a p. 107— AL 



Mb THE PBBLUDE. 

A prime encliantress — ^to assist the work, 

Which then was going forward in her name ! 

Not favoured spots alone, but the whole Earth, 

The beauty wore of promise — ^that which sets 

(As at some moments might not be unfelt 

Among the bowers of Paradise itself) 

The budding rose above the rose full blown. 

What temper at the prospect did not wake 

To happiness unthought of? The inert 

Were roused, and lively natures rapt away ! 

They who had fed their childhood upon dreams. 

The play-fellows of fancy, who had made 

All powers of swiftness, subtilty, and strength 

Their ministers, — who in lordly wise had stirred 

Among the grandest objects of the sense. 

And dealt with whatsoever they found there 

As if they had within some lurking right 

To wield it ; — they, too, who of gentle mood 

Had watched all gentle motions, and to these 

Had fitted their own thoughts, schemers more mild. 

And in the region of their peaceful selves ; — 

Now was it that both found, the meek and lofty 

Did both find, helpers to their hearts* desire, 

And stuff at hand, plastic as they could wish, — 

Were called upon to exercise their skill. 

Not in Utopia, — subterranean fields,^ 

Or some secreted island. Heaven knows where ! 

But in the very world, which is the world 

Of all of us, — ^the place where, in the end, 

We find our happiness, or not at all ! 

Why should I not confess that Earth was then 
To me, what an inheritance, new-fallen. 
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Seems, when the first time visited, to one 
Who tbitber comes to find in it bis home P 
He walks about and looks upon tbe spot 
Witb cordial transport, moulds it and remoulds, 
And is balf pleased witb things that are amiss, 
'Twin be such joy to see them disappear. 

An active partisan, I thus convoked 
From every object pleasant circumstance 
To suit my ends ; I moved among mankind 
Witb genial feelings still predominant ; 
When erring, erring on the better part, 
And in the kinder spirit ; placable, 
Indulgent, as not uninformed that men 
See as they have been taught — Antiquity 
Gives rights to error ; and aware, no less. 
That throwing off" oppression must be work 
As well of License as of Liberty ; 
And above all — for this was more than all — 
Not caring if the wind did now and then 
Blow keen upon an eminence that gave 
Prospect so large into futurity ; 
In brief, a child of Nature, as at first. 
Diffusing only those affections wider 
That from the cradle had grown up with me. 
And losing, in no other way than light 
Is lost in light, the weak in the more strong. 

In the main outline, such it might be said 
Was my condition, till with open war 
Britain opposed the liberties of France. 
This threw me first out of the pale of love ; 
Soured and corrupted, upwards to the source, 
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Mj sentiments ; was not, as hitherto, 

A swallowing up of lesser things in great, 

But change of them into their contraries ; 

And thus a way was opened for mistakes 

And false condusions, in degree as gross, 

In kind more dangerous. What had been a pride. 

Was now a shame ; my likings and my loves 

Ban in new channels, leaving old ones dry ; 

And hence a blow that, in maturer age. 

Would but have touched the judgment, struck more deep 

Into sensations near the heart : meantime, 

As £rom the first, wild theories were afloat, 

lo whose pretensions, sedulously urged, 

I had but lent a earless ear, assured 

That time was ready to set all things right. 

And that the multitude, so long oppressed, 

Would be oppressed no more. 

But when events 
Brought less encouragement, and unto these 
The immediate proof of principles no more 
Could be entrusted, while the events themselves. 
Worn out in greatness, stripped of novelty. 
Less occupied the mind, and sentiments 
Could through my understanding's natural growth 
"So longer keep their ground, by faith maintained 
Of inward consciousness, and hope that laid 
Her hand upon her object — evidence 
Safer, of universal application, such 
As could not be impeached, was sought elsewhere. 

But now, become oppressors in their turn, 
Prenchmen had changed a war of self-defence 
Por one of conquest, losing sight of all 
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Whicli they had struggled for : up mounted now, 

Openly in the eye of earth and heaven. 

The scale of liberty. I read her doom, 

With anger vexed, with disappointment sore, 

But not dismayed, nor taking to the shame 

Of a false prophet. While resentment rose 

Striving to hide, what nought could heal, the wounds 

Of mortified presumption, I adhered 

More firmly to old tenets, and, to prove 

Their temper, strained them more ; and thus, in heat 

Of contest, did opinions every day 

Grow into consequence, till round my mind 

They clung, as if they were its life, nay more, 

The very being of the immortal soul. 

This was the time, when, all things tending fisust 
To depravation, speculative schemes — 
That promised to abstract the hopes of Man 
Out of his feelings, to be fixed thenceforth 
For ever in a purer element — 
Found ready welcome. Tempting region thai 
For Zeal to enter and refresh herself. 
Where passions had the privilege to work. 
And never hear the sound of their own names. 
But, speaking more in charity, the dream 
Flattered the young, pleased with extremes, nor least 
With that which makes our Eeason's naked self 
The object of its fervour. What delight ! 
How glorious ! in self-knowledge and self-rule, 
To look through all the frailties of the world. 
And, with a resolute mastery shaking ofiT 
Infirmities of nature, time, and place, 
Build social upon personal Liberty, 

VOL. V. T 
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Which, to the blind restraints of general laws 

Superior, magisterially adopts 

One guide, the light of circumstances, flashed 

Upon an independent intellect. 

Thus expectation rose again ; thus hope, 

Prom her first ground expelled, grew proud once more. 

Oft, as my thoughts were turned to human kind, 

I scorned indifference ; but, inflamed with thirst 

Of a secure intelligence, and sick 

Of other longing, I pursued what seemed 

A more exalted nature ; wished that Man 

Should start out of his earthy, worm-like state. 

And spread abroad the wings of Liberty, 

Lord of himself, in undisturbed delight — 

A noble aspiration ! yei I feel 

(Sustained by worthier as by wiser thoughts) 

The aspiration, nor shall ever cease 

To feel it ; — but return we to our course. 

Enough, 'tis true — could such a plea excuse 
Those aberrations — ^had the clamorous Mends 
Of ancient Institutions said and done 
To bring disgrace upon their very names ; 
Disgrace, of which, custom and written law. 
And sundry moral sentiments as props 
Or emanations of those institutes. 
Too justly bore a part. A veil had been 
Uplifted ; why deceive ourselves ? in sooth, 
'Twas even so ; and sorrow for the man 
Who either had not eyes wherewith to see. 
Or, seeing, had forgotten ! A strong shock 
Was given to old opinions ; all men's minds 
Had felt its power, and mine was both let loose. 
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Let loose and goaded. After what hath been 

Already said of patriotic love, 

Suffice it here to add, that, somewhat stem 

In temperament, withal a happy man. 

And therefore bold to look on painfiil things, 

Free likewise of the world, and thence more bold, 

I summoned my best skill, and toiled, intent 

To anatomise the frame of social life ; 

Tea, the whole body of society 

Searched to its heart. Share with me, Friend ! the wish 

That some dramatic tale, endued with shapes 

LiveHer, and flinging out less guarded words 

Than suit the work we fashion, might set forth 

What then I learned, or think I learned, of truth, 

And the errors into which I feU, betrayed 

By present objects, and by reasonings false 

From their beginnings, inasmuch as drawn 

Out of a heart that had been turned aside 

Prom Nature's way by outward accidents. 

And which was thus confounded, more and more 

Misguided, and misg^ding. So I fared, 

[Dragging all precepts, judgments, maxims, creeds, 

Like culprits to the bar ; calling the mind, 

Suspiciously, to establish in plain day 

Her titles and her honours ; now believing, 

Now disbelieving ; endlessly perplexed 

With impulse, motive, right and wrong, the ground 

Of obligation, what the rule and whence 

The sanction ; till, demanding iormsXproqf, 

And seeking it in every thing, I lost 

All feeling of conviction, and, in fine, 

Sick, wearied out with contrarieties. 

Yielded up moral questions in despair. 

t2 
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This was the crisis of tbat strong disease. 
This the soul's last and lowest ebb ; I drooped. 
Deeming our blessed reason of least use 
Where wanted most : " The lordly attributes 
Of will and choice," I bitterly exclaimed, 
" What are they but a mockery of a Being 
Who hath in no concerns of his a test 
Of good and evil ; knows not what to fear 
Or hope for, what to covet or to shun ; 
And who, if those could be discerned, would yet 
Be little profited, would see, and ask 
Where is the obligation to enforce ? 
And, to acknowledged law rebellious, still, 
As selfish passion urged, would act amiss ; 
The dupe of folly, or the slave of crime." 

Depressed, bewildered thus, I did not walk 
With scoffers, seeking light and gay revenge 
From indiscriminate laughter, nor sate down 
In reconcilement with an utter waste 
Of intellect ; such sloth I could not brook, 
(Too well I loved, in that my spring of life. 
Pains-taking thoughts, and truth, their dear reward) 
But turned to abstract science, and there sought 
Work for the reasoning faculty enthroned 
Where the disturbances of space and time— 
Whether in matters various, properties 
Inherent, or from human will and power 
Derived — find no admission. Then it was — 
Thanks to the bounteous Giver of all good ! — 
That the beloved Sister in whose sight 
Those days were passed, now speaking in a voice 
Of sudden admonition — like a brook 
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That did bat cross a lonely road, and now 
Is seen, Heard, felt, and caught at every turn, 
Companion never lost through many a league- 
Maintained for me a saving intercourse 
"With my true self; for, though bedimmed and changed 
Much, as it seemed, I was no further changed 
Than as a clouded and a waning moon : 
She whispered still that brightness would return; 
She, in the midst of all, preserved me still 
A Poet, made me seek beneath that name, 
And that alone, my office upon earth ; 
And, lastly, as hereafter will be shown, 
If willing audience fail not, Nature's self. 
By all varieties of human love 
Assisted, led me back through opening day 
To those sweet counsels between head and heart 
Whence grew that genuine knowledge,£raught with peace, 
Which, through the later sinkings of this cause, 
Hath still upheld me, and upholds me now 
In the catastrophe (for so they dream, 
And nothing less), when, finally to close 
And seal up all the gains of France, a Pope 
Is summoned in, to crown an Emperor — 
This last opprobrium, when we see a people, 
That once looked up in faith, aa if to Heaven 
Por manna, take a lesson from the dog 
Eetuming to his vomit ; when the sun 
That rose in splendour, was alive, and moved 
In exultation with a living pomp 
Of clouds — his glory's natural retinue — 
Hath dropped all functions by the gods bestowed^ 
And, turned into a gewgaw, a machine, 
Sets like an Opera phantom. 
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Thus, O Friend ! 
Through times of honour and through times of shame 
Descending, have I faithfully retraced 
The perturbations of a youthful mind 
Under a long-liyed storm of great events — 
A story destined for thy ear, who now, 
Among the fallen of nations, dost abide 
Where Etna, oyer hill and valley, casts 
His shadow stretching towards Syracuse, 
The city of Timoleon ! Eighteous Heaven ! 
How are the mighty prostrated ! They first. 
They first of all that breathe should have awaked 
When the great voice was heard from out the tombs 
Of ancient heroes. If I suffered grief 
For ill-requited France, by many deemed 
A trifler only in her proudest day ; 
Have been distressed to think of what she once 
Promised, now is ; a far more sober cause 
Thine eyes must see of sorrow in a land, 
To the reanimating influence lost 
Of memory, to virtue lost and hope. 
Though with the wreck of loftier years bestrewn. 

But indignation works where hope is not, 
And thou, O Friend ! wilt be re&eshed. There is 
One great society alone on earth : 
The noble Living and the noble Dead. 

Thine be such converse strong and sanative, 
A ladder for thy spirit to reascend 
To health and joy and pure contentedness ; 
To me the grief confined, that thou art gone 
From this last spot of earth, where Freedom now 
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Stands single in ber only sanctuarj ; 

A lonely wanderer, art gone, by pain 

Compelled and sickness, at this latter day, 

This sorrowful reverse for all mankind. 

I feel for thee, must utter what I feel : 

The sympathies erewhile in part discharged, 

G-ather afresh, and will have vent again : 

My own delights do scarcely seem to me 

My own delights ; the lordly Aljrs themselves, 

Those rosy peaks, from which the Morning looks 

Abroad on many nations, are no more 

For me that image of pure gladsomeness 

Which they were wont to be. Through kindred scenes, 

For purpose, at a time, how different ! 

Thou tak'st thy way, carrying the heart and soul 

That Nature gives to Poets, now by thought 

Matured, and in the summer of their strength. 

Oh ! wrap him in your shades, ye giant woods, 

On Etna's side ; and thou, O flowery field 

Of Enna ! is there not some nook of thine, 

Prom the first play-time of the infant world 

Kept sacred to restorative delight. 

When from afer invoked by anxious love ? 

Child of the mountains, among shepherds reared. 
Ere yet familiar with the classic page, 
I learnt to dream of Sicily ; and lo. 
The gloom, that, but a moment past, was deepened 
At thy command, at her command gives way 5 
A pleasant promise, wafted from her shores, 
Comes o'er my heart : in fancy I behold 
Her seas yet smiling, her once happy vales ; 
Kor can my tongue give utterance to a name 
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Of note belonging to that honoured isle. 

Philosopher or Bard, Empedocles, 

Or Archimedea, pure abstracted soul ! 

That doth not yield a solace to mj grief: 

And, O Theocritus,* so far have some 

Prevailed among the powers of heaven and earth. 

By their endowments, good or great, that they 

Have had, as thou reportest, miracles 

Wrought for them iiFold time : yea, not unmoved. 

When thinking on my own beloved friend, 

I hear thee tell how bees with honey fed 

Divine Comates, by his impious lord 

Within a chest imprisoned ; how they came 

Laden from blooming grove or flowery field, 

And fed him there, alive, month after month, 

Because the goatherd, blessed man ! had lips 

Wet with the Muses' nectar. 

Thus I soothe 
The pensive moments by this calm fire-side, 
And find a thousand bounteous images 
To cheer the thoughts of those I love, and mine. 
Our prayers have been accepted ; thou wilt stand 
On Etna's summit, above earth and sea. 
Triumphant, winning from the invaded heavena 
Thoughts without bound, magnificent designs, 
Worthy of poets who attuned their harps 
In wood or echoing cave, for discipline 
Of heroes ; or, in reverence to the gods, 
'Mid temples, served by sapient priests, and choirs 
Of virgins crowned with roses. Not in vain 
Those temples, where they in their ruins yet 
Survive for inspiration, shall attract 

* Theoorlt. IdylL viL 78.— Ja. 
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Thy solitary steps : and on the brink 

Thou wilt recline of pastoral Arethuse ; 

Or, if that fountain be in truth no more, 

Then, near some other spring — ^which, by the name 

Thou gratulatest, willingly deceived — 

I see thee linger a glad votary, 

And not a captive pining for his home. 



.ZA. 
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IMAGINATION AND TASTE, HOW IMPAIRED AND 

RESTORED. 

Long time have human ignorance and guilt 
Detained us, on what spectacles of woe 
Compelled to look, and inwardly oppressed 
"With sorrow, disappointment, vexing thoughts, 
Confusion of the judgment, zeal decayed, 
And, lastly, utter loss of hope itself 
And things to hope for ! Not with these began 
Our song, and not with these our song must end. 
Ye motions of delight, that haunt the sides 
Of th^ green hills ; ye breezes and soft airs, 
"Wliose subtle intercourse with breathing flowers, 
Feelingly watched, might teach Man's haughty race 
How without injury to take, to give 
Without offence ; ye who, as if to show 
The wondrous influence of power gently used, 
Bend the complying heads of lordly pines, 
And, with a touch, shift the stupendous clouds 
Through the whole compass of the sky ; ye brooks. 
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Muiteiizig along the stones, a busy noise 

Bj day, a qniet sonnd in silent night ; 

Ye wayes, that out of the great deep steal forth 

In a calm hour to kiss the pebbly shore, 

Not mute, and then retire, fearing no storm ; 

And you, ye groves, whose ministry it is 

To interpose the coyert of your shades, 

Even as a sleep, between the heart of man 

And outward troubles, between man himself, 

Kot seldom, and his own uneasy heart : 

Oh ! that I had a music and a voice 

Harmonious as your own, that I might tell 

What ye have done for me^ The morning shines, 

Nor heedeth Man's perverseness ; Spring returns,- 

I saw the Spring return, and could rejoice. 

In common with the children of her love. 

Piping on boughs, or sportiag on fresh fields, 

Or boldly seeldng pleasure nearer heaven 

On wings that navigate cerulean skies. 

So neither were complacency, nor peace, 

Nor tender yearnings, wanting for my good 

Through these distracted times ; in Nature still 

Glorying, I found a counterpoise in her, 

"Which, when the spirit of evil reached its height. 

Maintained for me a secret happiness. 

This narrative, my Friend ! hath chiefly told 
Of intellectual power, fostering love. 
Dispensing truth, and, over men and things. 
Where reason yet might hesitate, diffusing 
Prophetic sympathies of genial £uth : 
So was I favoured — such my happy lot — 
Until that natural graciousness of mind 
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Gave way to overpressure from the times 

And their disastrous issues. What availed. 

When spells forhade the voyager to land, 

That fragrant notice of a pleasant shore 

Wafted, at intervals, from many a bower 

Of blissful gratitude and fearless love ? 

Dare I avow that wish was mine to see. 

And hope that future times would surely see. 

The man to come, parted, as by a gulph, 

From him who had been ; that I could no more 

Trust the elevation which had made me one 

With the great family that still survives 

To illuminate the abyss of ages past, 

Sage, warrior, patriot, hero ; for it seemed 

That their best virtues were not free from taint 

Of somethmg false and weak, that could not stand 

The open eye of Eeason. Then I said, 

" Go to the Poets, they will speak to thee 

More perfectly of purer creatures ; — ^yet 

If reason be nobility in man, 

Can aught be more ignoble than the man 

Whom they delight in, blinded as he is 

By prejudice, the miserable slave 

Of low ambition or distempered love ?" 

In such strange passion, if I may once more 
Eeview the past, I warred against myself — 
A bigot to a new idolatry — 
Like a cowled monk who hath forsworn the world. 
Zealously laboured to cut off my heart 
From all the sources of her former strength ; 
And as, by simple waving of a wand. 
The wizard instantaneously dissolves 
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Palace or grore, eren so conld I unaonl 
As readily bj sjUogistic words 
Those mysteries of being wbich bare made, 
And shall continue evermore to make, 
Of the whole human race one brotherhood* 

What wonder, then, if, to a mind so far 
Perverted, even the visible Universe 
Fell under the dominion of a taste 
Less spiritual, with microscopic view 
Was scanned, as I had scanned the moral world ? 

O Soul of Nature ! excellent and fair ! 
That didst rejoice with me, with whom I, too, 
Bejoiced through early youth, before the winds 
And roaring waters, and in lights and shades 
That marched and countermarched about the hilla 
In glorious apparition. Powers on whom 
I daily waited, now all eye and now 
All ear ; but never long without the heart 
Employed, and man's unfolding intellect : 
O Soul of Nature ! that, by laws divine 
Sustained and governed, still dost overflow 
With an impassioned life, what feeble ones 
Walk on this earth ! how feeble have I been 
When thou wert in thy strength! Nor this through stroke 
Of human suffering, such as justifies 
iBemissness and inaptitude of mind. 
But through presumption ; even in pleasure pleased 
Unworthily, disliking here, and there 
Liking ; by rules of mimic art transferred 
To things above all art ; but more, — ^for this. 
Although a strong infection of the age, 
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Was never much my habit — giving way 

To a comparison of scene with scene, 

Bent overmuch on superficial things, 

Pampering myself with meagre novelties 

Of colour and proportion ; to the moods 

Of time and season, to the moral power. 

The affections and the spirit of the place, 

Insensible. Nor only did the love 

Of sitting thus in judgment interrupt 

My deeper feelings, but another cause, 

More subtle and less easily explained. 

That almost seems inherent in the creature, 

A twofold frame of body and of mind« 

I speak in recollection of a time 

"When the bodily eye, in every stage of life 

The most despotic of our senses, gained 

Such strength in m^ as often held my mind 

In absolute dominion. Gladly here, 

Entering upon abstruser argument. 

Could I endeavour to unfold the means 

Which Nature studiously employs to thwart 

This t3rranny, summons all the senses each 

To counteract the other, and themselves, 

And makes them all, and the objects with which all 

Are conversant, subservient in their turn 

To the great ends of Liberty and Power. 

But leave we this : enough that my delights 

(Such as they were) were sought insatiably. 

Yivid the transport, vivid though not profound ; 

I roamed from hill to hill, from rock to rock^ 

Still craving combinations of new forms, 

"New pleasure, wider empire for the sight. 

Proud of her own endowments, and rejoiced 
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To lay tlie inner faculties asleep. 

Amid the turns and counterturns, tlie strife 

And various trials of our complex being, 

As we grow up, such thraldom of that sense 

Seems hard to shun. And yet I knew a maid, 

A young enthusiast, who escaped these bonds ; 

Her eye was not the mistress of her heart ; 

Far less did rules prescribed by passive taste, 

Or barren intermeddling subtleties. 

Perplex her mind^ but, wise as women are 

When genial circumstance hath favoured them, 

She welcomed what was given, and craved no more; 

Whate'er the scene presented to her view 

That was the best, to that she was attuned 

By her benign simplicity of life. 

And through a perfect happiness of soul. 

Whose variegated feelings were in this 

Sisters, that they were each some new delight. 

Birds in the bower, and lambs in the green field, 

Could they have known her, would have loved; methougb^ 

Her very presence such a sweetness breathed. 

That flowers, and trees, and even the silent hills, 

And every thing she looked on, should have had 

An intimation how she bore herself 

Towards them and to all creatures. Q-od delights 

In such a being ; for, her common thoughts 

Are piety, her life is gratitude. 

Even like this maid, before I was called forth 
Prom the retirement of my native hills, 
I loved whate'er I saw : nor lightly loved. 
But most intensely ; never dreamt of aught 
More grand, more fair, more exquisitely framed 



IMAGINATION AND TASTB. 335 

Than those few nooks to which my happy feet 

Were limited- I had not at that time 

Lived long enough, nor in the least survived 

The first diviner influence of this world, 

As it appears to unaccustomed eyes. 

Worshipping them among the depth of things. 

As piety ordained, could I submit 

To measured admiration, or to aught 

That should preclude humility and love ? 

I felt, observed, and pondered ; did not judge, 

Tea, never thought of judging; with the gift 

Of aU this glory filled and satisfied. 

And afterwards, when through the gorgeous Alps 

Beaming, I carried with me the same heart : 

In truth, the degradation — howsoe'er 

Induced, effect, in whatsoe'er degree. 

Of custom that prepares a parti^ scale 

In which the little oft outweighs the great ; 

Or any other cause that hath been named ; 

Or lastly, aggravated by the times 

And their impassioned sounds, which well miglit make 

The milder minstrelsies of rural scenes 

Inaudible — was transient ; I had known 

Too forcibl}*^, too early in my life, 

Visitings of imaginative power 

Eor this to last : I shook the habit off 

Entirely and for ever, and again 

In Nature's presence stood, as now I stand, 

A sensitive being, a creative soul. 

There are in our existence spots of time, 
That with distinct pre-eminence retain 
A renovating virtue, whence— depressed 



886 ^E'BE PBELTTPB. 

By false opinion and contentious thonglit, 

Op aught of heavier or more deadly weight, 

In trivial occupations, and the round 

Of ordinary intercourse — our minds 

Are nourished and invisibly repaired ; 

A virtue, by which pleasure is enhanced. 

That penetrates, enables us to mount, 

When high, more high, and lifts us up when fallen. 

This efficacious spirit chiefly lurks 

Among those passages of life that give 

Profoundest knowledge to what point, and how, 

The mind is lord and master — outward sense 

The obedient servant of her wiU. Such moments 

Are scattered everywhere, taking their date 

Prom our first childhood. I remember well, 

That once, while yet my inexperienced hand 

Could scarcely hold a bridle, with proud hopes 

I mounted, and we journeyed towards the hills : 

An ancient servant of my father's house 

Was with me, my encourager and guide : 

We had not travelled long, ere some mischance 

Disjoined me from my comrade ; and, through fear 

Dismounting, down the rough and stony moor 

I led my horse, and, stumbling on, at length 

Came to a bottom, where in former times 

A murderer had been hung in iron chains. 

The gibbet-mast had mouldered down, the bones 

And iron case were gone ; but on the turf. 

Hard by, soon after that fell deed was wrought, 

Some unknown hand had carved the murderer's name. 

The monumental letters were inscribed 

In times long past ; but still, from year to year 

By superstition of the neighbourhood. 
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The grass is cleared away, and to tUs hour 

The characters are fresh and visible : 

A casual glance had shown them, and I fled^ 

Faltering and faint, and ignorant of the road : 

Then, reascending the bare common, saw 

A naked pool that lay beneath the hills, 

The beacon on the summit, and, more near, 

A girl, who bore a pitcher on her head, 

And seemed with difficult steps to force her way 

Against the blowing wind. It was, in truth, 

An ordinary sight ; but I should need 

Colours and words that are unknown to man, 

To paint the visionary dreariness 

Which, while I looked all round for my lost guide. 

Invested moorland waste, and naked pool, 

The beacon crowning the lone eminence. 

The female and lier garments vexed and tossed 

By the strong wind. When, in the blessed hours 

Of early love, the loved one at my side, 

I roamed, in daily presence of this scene, 

Upon the naked pool and dreary crags. 

And on the melancholy beacon, fell 

A spirit of pleasure and youth's golden gleam ; 

And think ye not with radiance more sublime 

For these remembrances, and for the power 

They had left behind ? So feeling comes in aid 

Of feeling, and diversity of strength 

Attends us, if but once we have been strong. 

Oh ! mystery of man, from what a depth 

Proceed thy honours. I am lost, but see 

In simple childhood something of the base 

On which thy greatness stands ; but this I feel, 

That from thyself it comes, that thou must give, 

VOU V, z 
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Else neyer canst receiTe. The days gone by 
Setum upon me almost from thef^dawn 
Of life : the hiding-places of man's power 
Open ; I would approach them, but they dose. 
I see by glimpses now ; when age comes on. 
May scarcely see at all ; and I would give, 
While yet we may, as far as words can give. 
Substance and life to what I feel, enshrining^ 
Such is my hope, the spirit of the Past 
For future restoration. — ^Tet another 
Of these memorials : — 

One Christmas-time^ 
On the glad eve of its dear holidays, 
[Feyerish, and tired, and restless, I went forth 
Into the fields, impatient for the sight 
Of those led palfreys that should bear us home ; 
My brothers and myself. There rose a crag, 
That, from the meeting-point of two highways 
Ascending, overlooked them both, far stretched ; 
Thither, uncertain on which road to fix 
My expectation, thither I repaired, 
Scout-hke, and gained the summit ; 'twas a day 
Tempestuous, dark, and wild, and on the grass 
I sate half-sheltered by a naked wall ; 
TJpon my right hand couched a single sheep, 
Upon my left a blasted hawthorn stood ; 
With those companions at my side, I watched. 
Straining my eyes intensely, as the mist 
Gave intermitting prospect of the copse 
And plain beneath. Ere we to school retnmed,- 
That dreary time, — ere we had been ten days 
Sojourners in my father's house, he died; 
And I and my three brothers, orphans then. 
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Followed his body to the grave. The event, 
With all the sorrow that it brought, appeared 
A chastisement ; and when I called to mind 
That day so lately past, when from the crag 
I looked in such anxiety of hope ; 
With trite reflections of morality, 
Tet in the deepest passion, I bowed low 
To Q-od, Who thus corrected my desires ; 
And, afterwards, the wind and sleety rain, 
And all the business of the elements. 
The single sheep, and the one blasted tree, 
And the bleak music from that old stone wall, 
The noise of wood and water, and the mist 
That on the line of each of those two roads 
Advanced in such indisputable shapes ; 
All these were kindred spectacles and sounds 
To which I oft repaired, and thence would drink, 
As at a fountain ; and on winter nights, 
Down to this very time, when storm and rain 
Beat on my roof, or, haply, at noon-day, 
While in a grove I walk, whose lofty ^es, 
liaden with summer's thickest foliage, rock 
In a strong wind, some working of the spirit, 
Some inward agitations thence are brought, 
Whate'er their office, whether to beguile 
Thoughts over busy in the course they took. 
Or animate an hour of vacant ease. 
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DIAGINATIOK AKD TASTB, HOW nfPATKKD AKD 

fiBSTOBED. 

OOVOLUDXD. 

Fbok Nature doth emotion come, and moods 
Of calmnftfls equally are Nature's gift : 
This is her glory ; these two attributes 
Are sister horns that constitute her strength. 
Hence Genius, bom to thrive by interchange 
Of peace and excitation, finds in her 
His best and purest friend ; &om her receives 
That energy by which he seeks the truth. 
Prom her that happy stiUness of the mind 
Which fits him to receive it when unsought. 

Such benefit the humblest intellects 
Partake of, each in their degree ; 'tis mine 
To speak, what I myself have known and felt ; 
Smooth task ! for words find easy way, inspired 
By gratitude, and confidence in truth. 
Long time in search of knowledge did I range 
The field of human life, in heart and mind 
Benighted ; but, the dawn beginning now 
To re-appear, 'twas proved that not in vain 
1 had been taught to reverence a Power 
That is the visible quality and shape 
And image of right reason ; that matures 
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Her processes by steadfast laws ; gives birth 

To no impatient or fallacious hopes, 

No heat of passion or excessive zeal, 

"No vain conceits ; provokes to no quick turns 

Of self-applauding intellect ; but trains 

To meekness, and exalts by humble faith y 

Holds up before the mind intoxicate 

With present objects, and the busy dance 

Of things that pass away, a temperate show 

Of objects that endure ; and by this course 

Disposes her, when over-fondly set 

On throwing off incumbrances, to seek 

In man, and in the frame of social life, 

Whate'er there is desirable and good 

Of kindred permanence, unchanged in form 

And function, or, through strict vicissitude 

Of life and death, revolving. Above all 

"Were re-established now those watchful thoughts 

Which, seeing little worthy or sublime 

In what the Historian's pen so much delights 

To blazon — power and energy detached 

Prom moral purpose — early tutored me 

To look with feelings of fraternal love 

Upon the unassuming things that hold 

A silent station in this beauteous world. 

Thus moderated, thus composed, I found 
Once more in Man an object of delight, 
Of pure imagination, and of love j 
And, as the horizon of my mind enlarged. 
Again I took the intellectual eye 
For my instructor, studious more to see 
Great truths, than touch and handle little oneSt 
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Knowledge was given aocordinglj ; m j tnut 
Became more firm in feelings that had stood 
The test of such a trial ; clearer &r 
Hy sense of excellence — of right and wrongs : 
The promise of the present time retired 
Into its tme proportion ; sanguine schemes. 
Ambitious projects, pleased me less ; I sought 
For present good in life's familiar face, 
And built thereon my hopes of good to come. 

With settling judgments now of what would last 
And what would disappear ; prepared to find 
Presumption, folly, madness, in the men 
Who thrust themselves upon the passive world 
As Bulers of the world ; to see in these, 
Even when the public welfare is their ^m, 
Plans without thought, or built on theories 
Yague and unsound ; and having brought the books 
Of modem statists to their proper test, 
Life, human life, with all its sacred claims 
Of sex and age, and heaven-descended rights. 
Mortal, or those beyond the reach of death ; 
And having thus discerned how dire a thing 
Is worshipped in that idol proudly named 
<< The Wealth of Nations," wJiere alone that wealth 
Is lodged, and how increased ; and having gained 
A more judicious knowledge of the worth 
And dignity of individual man. 
No composition of the brain, but man 
Of whom we read, the man whom we behold 
With our own eyes — ^I could not but inquire — - 
Not with less interest than heretofore. 
But greater, though in spirit more subdued — 



IHAGIlfATION AND TASTE. $43 

Why is this glorious creature to be found 

One only in ten thousand ? What one is, 

Why may not millions be ? What bars are thrown 

By Nature in the way of such a hope ? 

Our animal appetites and daily wants, 

Are these obstructions insurmountable P 

If not, then others vanish into air. 

" Inspect the basis of the social pile : 

Inquire," said I, " how much of mental power 

And genuine virtue they possess who live 

By bodily toil, labour exceeding far 

Their due proportion, under all the weight 

Of that injustice which upon ourselves 

Ourselves entail." Such estimate to frame 

I chiefly looked (what need to look beyond P) 

Among the natural abodes of men, 

Pields with their rural works ; recalled to mind 

My earliest notices ; with these compared 

The observations made in later youth. 

And to that day continued. — ^For, the time 

Had never been when throes of mighty Nations 

And the world's tumult unto me could yield, 

How far soe'er transported and possessed, 

Pull measure of content ; but still I craved 

An intermingling of distinct regards 

And truths of individual sympathy 

Nearer ourselves. Such ofben might be gleaned 

Prom the great City, else it must have proved 

To me a heart-depressing wilderness ; 

But much was wanting : therefore did I turn 

To you, ye pathways, and ye lonely roads ; 

Sought you enriched with everything I prized, 

With human kindnesses and simple joys. 
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Oh ! next to one dear state of hMsa, vouchsafed 
Alas ! to few in this untoward world. 
The bliss of walking daily in life's prime 
Through field or forest with the maid we loye, 
While yet our hearts are young, while yet we breathe 
Nothing but happiness, in some lone nook, 
Deep vale, or any where, the home of botb| 
From which it would be misery to stir : 
Oh ! next to such enjoyment of our youth. 
In my esteem, next to such dear delighti 
Was that of wandering on from day to day 
Where I could meditate in peace, and cull 
Knowledge that step by step might lead me on 
To wisdom ; or, as lightsome as a bird 
Wailed upon the wind from distant lands^ 
Sing notes of greeting to strange fields or grores, 
Which lacked not voice to welcome me in turn : 
And, when that pleasant toil had ceased to please. 
Converse with men, where if we meet a face 
We almost meet a friend, on naked heaths 
With long long ways before, by cottage bench. 
Or well-spring where the weary traveller rests. 

Who doth not love to follow with his eye 
The windings of a public way P the sight, 
Eamiliar object as it is, hath wrought 
On my imagination since the morn 
Of childhood, when a disappearing linoi 
One daily present to my eyes, that crossed 
The naked summit of a far-off hill 
Beyond the limits that my feet had trod. 
Was like an invitation into space 
Boundless, or guide into eternity. 
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Tea, something of the grandeur which inyesta 

The mariner, who saila the roaring eea 

Through storm and darkness, early in my mind 

Surrounded, too, the wanderers of the earth ; 

Grandeur as much, and loveliness far more. 

Awed have I been by strolling Bedlamites ; 

From many other uncouth vagrants (passed 

In fear) have walked with quicker step ; but why 

Take note of this ? When I began to enquire, 

To watch and question those I met, and speak 

Without reserve to them, the lonely roads 

Were open schools in which I daily read 

With most delight the passions of mankind, 

Whether by words, looks, sighs, or tears, revealed > 

There saw into the depth of human souls. 

Souls that appear to have no depth at all 

To careless eyes. And — now convinced at heart 

How little those formalities, to which 

With overweening trust alone we give 

The name of Education, have to do 

With real feeling and just sense ; how vain 

A correspondence with the talking world 

Proves to the most ; and called to make good search 

If man's estate, by doom of Nature yoked 

With toil, be therefore yoked with ignorance.' 

If virtue be indeed so hard to rear, 

And intellectual strength so rare a boon — 

I prized such walks still more, for there I found 

Hope to my hope, and to my pleasure peace 

And steadiness, and healing and repose 

To every angry passion. There I heard, 

Erom mouths of men obscure and lowly, truths 
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Beplete wiih honour ; sounds in unisoii 
"With loftiest promises of good and fair. 

There are who think that strong affection, lo^e 
Known by whatever name, is falsely deemed 
A gift, to nse a term which they wotdd use. 
Of Yulgar nature ; that its growth requires 
Setirement, leisure, language purified 
By manners studied and elaborate ; 
That whoso feels such passion in its strength 
Must live within the very light and air 
Of courteous usages refined by art. 
True is it, where oppression worse than death 
Salutes the being at his birth, where grace 
Of culture hath been utterly unknown. 
And poverty and labour in excess 
Prom day to day pre-occupy the ground 
Of the affections, and to Nature's self 
Oppose a deeper nature ; there, indeed, 
Love cannot be ; nor does it thrive with ease 
Among the dose and overcrowded haunts 
Of cities, where the human heart is sick. 
And the eye feeds it not, and cannot feed. 
— ^Tes, in those wanderings deeply did I feel 
How we mislead each other ; above all, 
How books mislead us, seeking their reward 
Prom judgments of the wealthy Pew, who see 
By artificial lights ; how they debase ' 
The Many for the pleasure of those Pew ; 
Effeminately level down the truth 
To certain general notions, for the sake 
Of being understood at once, or else 
Through want of better knowledge in the heads 
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Xhat framed them; flattering self-conceit with words^ 
!rhat, wliile they most ambitiously set forth 
Extrinsic diflerences, the outward marks 
Whereby society has parted man 
!From man, neglect the universal heart. 

Here, calling up to mind what then I saw, 
A youthful traveller, and see daily now 
In the familiar circuit of my home. 
Here might I pause, and bend in reverence 
To Nature, and the power of human minds, 
To men as they are men within themselves. 
How ofb high service is performed within. 
When all the external man is rude in show,— 
Not like, a temple rich with pomp and gold, 
But a mere mountain chapel, that protects 
Its simple worshippers from sun and shower. 
Of these, said I, shall be my song ; of these, 
If future years mature me for the task. 
Will I record the praises, making verse 
Deal boldly with substantial things ; in truth 
And sanctity of passion, speak of these, 
That justice may be done, obeisance paid 
Where it is due : thus haply shall I teach, 
Inspire ; through unadulterated ears 
Four rapture, tenderness, and hope, — my theme 
No other than the very heart of man. 
As found among the best of those who live — 
Not unexalted by religious &ith, 
Nor uninformed by books, good books, though few— 
In Nature's presence : thence may I select 
Sorrow, that is not sorrow, but delight ; * 
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Also, about tbis time did I receiye 
Convictions still more strong than heretofore. 
Not only that the inner frame is good, 
And graciouslj composed, but that, no less, 
Nature for all conditions wants not power 
To consecrate, if we have eyes to see. 
The outside of her creatures, and to breathe 
Grandeur upon the very humblest face 
Of human life. I felt that the array 
Of act and circumstance, and visible form^ 
Is mainly to the pleasure of the mind 
What passion makes them ; that meanwhile the forms 
Of Nature have a passion in themselves. 
That intermingles with those works of man 
To which she summons him ; although the works 
Be mean, have nothing lofty of their own; 
And that the Genius of the Poet hence 
May boldly take his way among mankind 
Wherever Nature leads ; that he hath stood 
By Nature's side among the men of old. 
And so shall stand for ever. Dearest Friend ! 
If thou partake the animating faith 
That Poets, even as Prophets, each with each 
Connected in a mighty scheme of truth, 
Have each his own peculiar faculty. 
Heaven's gift, a sense that fits him to perceive 
Objects unseen before, thou wilt not blame 
The humblest of this band who dares to hope 
That unto hini hath also been vouchsafed 
An insight that in some sort he possesses, 
A privilege whereby a work of his. 
Proceeding from a source of untaught things, 
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Creative and enduring, may become 

A power like one of Nature's. To a hope 

'Not less ambitious once among the wilds 

Of Sarum's Plain, my youthful spirit was raised ; 

There, as I ranged at will the pastoral downs 

Trackless and smooth, or paced the bare white roads 

Lengthening in solitude their dreary line, 

Time with his retinue of ages fled 

Backwards, nor checked his flight until I saw 

Our dim ancestral Fast in yision clear ; 

Saw multitudes of men, and, here and there, 

A single Briton clothed in wolf-skin vest. 

With shield and stone-axe, stride across the wold ; 

The voice of spears was heard, the rattling spear 

Shaken by arms of mighty bone, in strength, 

Long mouldered, of barbaric majesty. 

I called on Darkness — but before the word 

Was uttered, midnight darkness seemed to take 

All objects from my sight ; and lo ! again 

The Desert visible by dismal flames ; 

It is the sacriflcial altar, fed 

With living men — ^how deep the groans ! the voice 

Of those that crowd the giant wicker thrills 

The monumental hillocks, and the pomp 

Is for both worlds, the living and the dead* 

At other moments — (for through that wide waste 

Three summer days I roamed) where'er the Plain 

Was figured o'er with circles, lines, or mounds, 

That yet survive, a work, as some divine, 

Shaped by the Druids, so to represent 

Their knowledge of the heavens, and image forth 

The constellations — gently was I charmed 



IMAGINATION AND TASTE. $51 

Into a waking dream, a reverie 

That, with beKeving eyes, where'er I turned, 

Beheld long-bearded teachers, with white wanda 

Uplifted, pointing to the stany sky, 

Alternately, and plain below, while breath 

Of music swayed their motions, and the waste 

Eejoiced with them and me in those sweet sounds. 

This for the past, and things that may be viewed 
Or fancied in the obscurity of years 
Prom monumental hints : and thou, O Eriend ! 
Pleased with some unpremeditated strains 
That served those wanderings to beguile, hast said 
That then and there my mind had exercised 
Upon the vulgar forms of present things. 
The actual world of our familiar days. 
Yet higher power ; had caught from them a tone. 
An image, and a character, by books 
Not hitherto reflected. Call we this 
A partial judgment — ^and yet why ? for then 
"We were as strangers ; and I may not speak 
Thus wrongfully of verse, however rude, 
Which on thy young imagination, trained 
In the great City, broke like light from for. 
Moreover, each man's Mind is to herself 
Witness and judge ; and I remember well 
That in life's every-day appearances 
I seemed about this time to gain clear sight 
Of a new world — a world, too, that was fit 
To be transmitted, and to other eyes 
Made visible ; as ruled by those fixed laws 
Whence spiritual dignity originates. 
Which do both give it being and maintain 
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A balance, an ennobling interchange 
Of action from without and from within ; 
The excellence, pure function, and beet power 
Both of the object seen, and eye that sees. 
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CONCLUSION. 

Ik one of those excursions (may they ne*er 

Fade from remembrance !) through the Northern tracts 

Of Cambria ranging with a youthful friend, 

I left Bethgelert's huts at couching-time, 

And westward took my way, to see the sun 

Bise, from the top of Snowdon. To the door 

Of a rude cottage at the mountain's base 

We came, and roused the shepherd who attends 

The adventurous stranger's steps, a trusty guide ; 

Then, cheered by short refreshment, sallied forth. 

It was a close, warm, breezeless summer night, 
"Wan, dull, and glaring, with a dripping fog 
Low-hung and thick that covered all the sky; 
But, undiscouraged, we began to climb 
The mountain-side. The mist soon girt us rounds 
And, after ordinary travellers' talk 
With our conductor, pensively we sank 
Each into commerce with his private thoughts : 
Thus did we breast the ascent, and by myself 
Was nothing either seen or heard that checked 
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Those musings or diverted, save tliat once 

The shepherd's lurcher, who, among the crags, 

Had to his joy unearthed a hedgehog, teased 

His coiled-up prey vdth barkings turbulent. 

This small adventure, for even such it seemed 

In that wild place and at the dead of night. 

Being over and forgotten, on we wound 

In silence as before. With forehead bent 

Earthward, as if in opposition set 

Against an enemy, I panted up 

With eager pace, and no leiss eager thoughts. 

Thus might we wear a midnight hour away, 

Ascending at loose distance each from each, 

And I, as chanced, the foremost of the band ; 

Whe)i at my feet the ground appeared to brighten. 

And with a step or two seemed brighter still ; 

Nor was time given to ask or learn the cause. 

For instantly a light upon the turf 

Fell like a flash, and lo ! as I looked up, 

The Moon hung naked in a Armament 

Of azure without cloud, and at my feet 

Bested a silent sea of hoary mist. 

A hundred hills their dusky backs upheaved 

All over this still ocean ; and beyond, 

Far, far beyond, the solid vapours stretched. 

In headlands, tongues, and promontory shapes, 

Into the main Atlantic, that appeared 

To dwindle, and give up his majesty, 

Usurped upon far as the sight could reach. 

Kot so the ethereal vault ; encroachment nono 

Was there, nor loss ; only the inferior stars 

Had disappeared, or shed a fainter light 

In the clear presence of the full-orbed Moon, 

VOL. V. A A 
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TVlio, from lier soTereign eleratioii^ gazed 
TTpon the biUowj ocean, as it lay 
All meek and silent, sare that through a 
19'ot distant from the shore whereon we stood, 
A fixed, abysmal, gloomy, breathing-place — 
Mounted the roar of waters, torrents, streama 
Innumerable, roaring with one voice ! 
Heard over earth and sea, and, in that hour, 
Por so it seemed, felt by the starry heavens. 

When into air had partially dissolved 
That vision, given to spirits of the night 
And three chance human wanderers, in calm thought 
^Reflected, it appeared to me the type 
Of a majestic intellect, its acts 
And its possessions, what it has and craves, 
What in itself it is, and would become. 
There I beheld the emblem of a mind 
That feeds upon infinity, that broods 
Over the dark abyss, intent to hear 
Its voices issuing forth to silent light 
In one continuous stream ; a mind sustained 
By recognitions of transcendent power, 
In sense conducting to ideal form, 
In soul of more than mortal privilege. 
One function, above all, of such a mind 
Had Nature shadowed there, by putting forth, 
'Mid circumstances awful and sublime, 
That mutual domination which she loves 
To exert upon the face of outward things, 
So moulded, joined, abstracted, so endowed 
With interchangeable supremacy, 
That men^ least sensitive, see, hear, perceive. 
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And cannot choose but feel. The power, wHicL all 

Acknowledge when thus moved, which Nature thus 

To bodilj sense exhibits, is the express 

Eesemblance of that glorious faculty 

That higher minds bear with them as their own. 

This is the very spirit iu which they deal 

"With the whole compass of the universe : 

They from their native selves can send abroad 

Kindred mutations ; for themselves create 

A like existence ; and, whene'er it dawns 

Created for them, catch it, or are caught 

By its inevitable mastery. 

Like angels stopped upon the wing by sound 

Of harmony from Heaven's remotest spheres. 

Them the enduring and the transient both 

Serve to exalt ; they build up greatest things 

From least suggestions ; ever on the watch. 

Willing to work and to be wrought upon. 

They need not extraordinary calls 

To rouse them ; in a world of life they live, 

Ey sensible impressions not enthralled. 

But by their quickening impulse made more prompt 

To hold fit converse with the spiritual world, 

Ajid with the generations of mankind 

Spread over time, past, present, and to come, 

Age after age, till Time shall be no more. 

Such minds are truly from the Deity, 

For they are Powers ; and hence the highest bliss 

That flesh can know is theirs — the consciousness 

Of Whom they are, habitually infused 

Through every image and through every thought, 

And all aflections by communion raised 

Erom earth to heaven, from human to divine ; 

AA 2 
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Hence endless occupation for the Soul, 
Whetlier discursiye or intuitive ; 
Hence cheerfulness for acts of daily life, 
Emotions which best foresight need not fear. 
Most worthy then of trust when most intense. 
Hence, amid ills that yez and wrongs that crush 
Our hearts — if here the words of Holy "Writ 
May with fit reverence be applied — ^that peace 
Which passeth understanding, that repose 
In moral judgments which from this pure source 
Must come, or will by man be sought in vain. 

Oh ! who is he that hath his whole life long 
Preserved, enlarged, this freedom in himself? 
Por this alone is genuine liberty : 
Where is the £Eivoured being who hath held 
That course unchecked, unerring, and untired. 
In one perpetual progress smooth and bright p— - 
A humbler destiny have we retraced, 
And told of lapse and hesitating choice, 
And backward wanderings along thorny ways : 
Yet — compassed round by mountain solitudes. 
Within whose solemn temple I received 
My earliest visitations, careless then 
Of what was given me ; and which now I range, 
A meditative, oft a suffering, man — 
Do I declare — in accents which, from truth 
Deriving cheerful confidence, shall blend 
Their modulation with these vocal streams — 
That, whatsoever falls my better mind, 
Eevolving with the accidents of life, 
May have sustained, that, howsoe'er misled, 
Never did I, in quest of right and wrong, 
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Tamper with conscience from a private aim ; 
Nor was in any public hope the dupe 
Of selfish passions ; nor did ever yield 
Wilfully to mean cares or low pursuits, 
But shrunk with apprehensive jealousy 
From every combination which might aid 
The tendency, too potent in itself, 
Of use and custom to bow down the soul 
Under a growing weight of vulgar sense, 
And substitute a universe of death 
Eor that which moves with light and life informed^ 
Actual, divine, and true. To fear and love, 
To love as prime and chief, for there fear ends, 
Be this ascribed ; to early intercourse, 
In presence of sublime or beautiful forms, 
With the adverse principles of pain and joy- 
Evil as one is rashly named by men 

Who know not what they speak. By love subsists 
All lasting grandeur, by pervading love ; 
That gone, we are as dust. — Behold the fields 
In balmy spring-time full of rising flowers 
And joyous creatures ; see that pair, the lamb 
And the lamb's mother, and their tender ways 
Shall touch thee to the heart ; thou callest this love, 
And not inaptly so, for love it is. 
Far as it carries thee. In some green bower 
Eest, and be not alone, but have thou there 
The One who is thy choice of all the world: 
There linger, listening, gazing, with delight 
Impassioned, but delight how pitiable ! 
Unless this love by a still higher love 
Be hallowed, love that breathes not without awe; 
Love that adores, but on the knees of prayer, 
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By heftyen inspired ; tliat frees from chains the soul, 
Lifted, in union with the purest, best, 
Of earth-bom passions, on the wings of praise 
Bearing a tribute to the Almighty's Throne. 

This spiritual Love acts not nor can exist 
Without Imagination, which, in truth, 
Is but another name for absolute power 
And dearest insight, amplitude of mind. 
And Keason in her most exalted mood. 
This faculty hath been the feeding source 
Of our long labour : we have traced the stream 
Prom the blind cavern whence is faintly heard 
Its natal murmur ; followed it to light 
And open day ; accompanied its course 
Among the ways of Nature, for a time 
Lost sight of it bewildered and engulphed ; 
Then given it greeting as it rose once more 
In strength, reflecting from its placid breast 
The works of man and face of human life ; 
And lastly, from its progress have we drawn 
Paith in life endless, the sustaining thought 
Of human Being, Eternity, and Qod. 

Imagination having been our theme, 
So also hath that intellectual Love, 
Por they are each in each, and cannot stand 
Dividually. — ^Here must thou be, O Man ! 
Power to thyself; no Helper hast thou here ; 
Here keepest thou in singleness thy state : 
No other can divide with thee this work : 
No secondary hand can intervene 
To fiishion this ability ; 'tis thine. 
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The prime and vital principle is thine 
In the recesses of th j nature, far 
Prom any reach of outward fellowship, 
Else is not thine at all. But joj to him, 
Oh, joy to him who here hath sown, hath laid 
Here, the foundation of his future years ! 
Por aU that friendship, aU that love can do, 
All that a darling countenance can look 
Or dear voice utter, to complete the man, 
Perfect him, made imperfect in himself. 
All shall be his : and he whose soul hath risen 
Up to the height of feeling intellect 
Shall want no humbler tenderness ; his heart 
Be tender as a nursing mother's heart ; 
Of female softness shall his Ufe be full, 
Of humble cares and delicate desires. 
Mild interests and gentlest sympathies. 

Child of my parents ! Sister of my soul ! 
Thanks in sincerest verse have been elsewhere 
Poured out for all the early tenderness 
Which I from thee imbibed : and 'tis most true 
That later seasons owed to thee no less ; 
Por, spite of thy sweet influence and the touch 
Of kindred hands that opened out the springs 
Of genial thought in childhood, and in spite 
Of all that unassisted I had marked 
In life or nature of those charms minute 
That win their way into the heart by stealth 
(Still to the very going-out of youth) 
I too exclusively esteemed that love. 
And sought that beauty, which, as Milton sings. 
Hath terror in it. G^iou didst soften down 
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This over-stemneas ; but for thee, dear Friend I 

Mj souly too reckless of mild grace, had stood 

In her original self too confident^ 

Betained too long a countenance severe ; 

A rock with torrents roaring, with the clouds 

Familiar, and a favourite of the stars : 

But thou didst plant its crevices with flowers. 

Hang it with shrubs that twinkle in the breeze, 

And teach the little birds to build their nests 

And warble in its chambers. At a time 

When !N'ature, destined to remain so long 

Foremost in my affections, had fallen back 

Into a second place, pleased to become 

A handmaid to a nobler than herself, 

When every day brought with it some new sense 

Of exquisite regard for common things, 

And all the earth was budding with these gifts 

Of more refined humanity, thy breath. 

Dear Sister ! . was a kind of gentler spring 

That went before my steps. Thereafter came 

One whom with thee Mendship had early paired ; 

She came, no more a phantom to adorn 

A moment, but an inmate of the heart, 

And yet a spirit, there for me enshrined 

To penetrate the lofty and the low ; 

Even as one essence of pervading light 

Shines, in the brightest of ten thousand stars 

And the meek worm that feeds her lonely lamp 

Couched in the dewy grass. 

With such a theme, 
Coleridge ! with this my argument, of the© 
Shall I be silent p O capacious Soul I 
Placed on this earth to love and understand, 
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And from thy presence shed the light of love, 

Shall I be mut&, ere thou be spoken of? 

Thy kindred influence to mj heart of hearts 

Did also find its way. Thus fear relaxed 

Her over-weening grasp ; thus thoughts and things 

In the self-hauntiug spirit learned to take 

More rational proportions ; mystery, 

The incumbent mystery of sense and soul. 

Of life and death, time and eternity, 

Admitted more habitually a mild 

Interposition — a serene delight 

In closelier gathering cares, such as become 

A human creature, howsoe'er endowed. 

Poet, or destined for a humbler name ; 

And so the deep enthusiastic joy, 

The rapture of the hallelujah sent 

IVom all that breathes and is, was chastened, stemmed 

And balanced by pathetic truth, by trust 

In hopeful reason, leaning on the stay 

Of Providence ; and in reverence for duty. 

Here, if need be, struggUng with storms, and there 

Strewing in peace life's humblest ground with herbs, 

At every season green, sweet at all hours. 

And now, O Priend ! this history is brought 
To its appointed close : the discipline 
And consummation of a Poet's mind. 
In everything that stood most prominent. 
Have fkithfuUy been pictured ; we have reached 
The time (our guiding object from the first) 
When we may, not presumptuously, I hope. 
Suppose my powers so far confirmed, and such 
My knowledge, as to make me capable 
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Of building up a Work tliat sliall endure. 

Yet much liath been omitted, as need was ; 

Of books how much ! and even of the other wealth 

That is collected among woods and fields, 

!Far more : for Nature's secondary grace 

Hath hitherto been barely touched upon. 

The charm more superficial that attends 

Her works, as they present to Fancy's choice 

Apt illustrations of the moral world, 

Caught at a glance, or traced with curious pains. 

Pinally, and above all, O !Friend ! (I speak 
"With due regret) how much is overlooked 
In human nature and her subtle ways, 
As studied first in our own hearts, and then 
In life among the passions of mankind. 
Varying their composition and their hue, 
Where'er we move, under the diverse shapes 
That individual character presents 
To an attentive eye. For progress meet, 
Along this intricate and difficult path, 
Whate'er was wanting, something had I gained. 
As one of many schoolfellows compelled. 
In hardy independence, to stand up 
Amid conflicting interests, and the shock 
Of various tempers ; to endure and note 
What was not understood, though known to be ; 
Among the mysteries of love and hate. 
Honour and shame, looking to right and left, 
Unchecked by innocence too delicate, 
And moral notions too intolerant. 
Sympathies too contracted. Hence, when called 
To take a station among men, the step 
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Was easier, the transition more secure, 
More profitable also ; for, the mind 
Learns from such timelj exercise to keep 
In wholesome separation the two natures. 
The one that feels, the other that observes. 

Yet one word more of personal concern ; — 
Since I withdrew unwillingly firom France, 
I led an undomestic wanderer's life. 
In London chiefly harboured, whence I roamed, 
Tarrying at will in many a pleasant spot 
Of rural England's cultivated vales 
Or Cambrian solitudes. A youth — (he bore 
The name of Calvert — it shall live, if words 
Of mine can give it life,) in firm belief 
That by endowments not from me withheld 
Good might be furthered — in his last decay 
By a bequest suificient for my needs 
Enabled me to pause for choice, and walk 
At large and unrestrained, nor damped too soon 
Ey mortal cares. Himself no Poet, yet 
Far less a common follower of the world. 
He deemed that my pursuits and labours lay 
Apart from all that leads to wealth, or even 
A necessary maintenance insures. 
Without some hazard to the finer sense ; 
He cleared a passage for me, and the stream 
Flowed in the bent of Nature. 

Having now 
Told what best merits mention, further pains 
Our present purpose seems not to require. 
And X have other tasks. Eecal to mind 
The mood in which this labour was begun. 
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Priend ! The terminaiion of my course 
Is nearer now, mucb nearer; yet even then. 
In that distraction and intense desire, 

1 said unto the life which I had lived, 

Where art thou ? Hear I not a voice from tliee 
Which 'tis reproach to hear ? Anon I rose 
As if on wings, and saw beneath me stretched 
Vast prospect of the world which I had been 
And was ; and hence this Song, which, like a lark, 
I have protracted, in the unwearied heavens 
Singing, and often with more plaintive voice 
To earth attempered and her deep-drawn sighs. 
Yet centring all in love, and in the end 
All gratulant, if rightly understood. 

Whether to me shall be allotted life, 
^d, with life, power to accomplish aught of worth. 
That wiU be deemed no insufficient plea 
For haying given the story of myself, 
Is all uncertain : but, beloved Eriend ! 
When, looking back, thou seest, in clearer view 
Than any liveliest sight of yesterday, 
That summer, under whose indulgent skies. 
Upon smooth Quantock's airy ridge we roved 
Unchecked, or loitered 'mid her sylvan combs. 
Thou in bewitching words, with happy heart. 
Didst chaunt the vision of that Ancient Man, 
The bright-eyed Mariner, and rueful woes 
Didst utter of the Lady Christabel ; 
And I, associate with such labour, steeped 
In soft forgetfulness the livelong hours. 
Murmuring of him who, joyous hap, was fonnd^ 
After the perils of his moonlight ride, 
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Kear the loud waterfall ; or her who sate 

In misery near the miserable Thorn — 

When thou dost to that summer turn thy thoughts, 

And hast before thee all which then we were, 

To thee, in memory of that happiness, 

It will be known, by thee at least, my Friend ! 

Felt, that the history of a Poet's mind 

Is labour not unworthy of regard : 

To thee the work shall justify itself. 

The last and later portions of this gifb 
Have been prepared, not with the buoyant spirits 
That were our daily portion when we first 
Together wantoned in wild Poesy, 
But, under pressure of a private grief. 
Keen and enduring, which the mind and heart. 
That in this meditative history 
Have been laid open, needs must make me feel 
More deeply, yet enable me to bear 
More firmly ; and a comfort now hath risen 
Prom hope that thou art near, and wilt be soon 
Bestored to us in renovated health ; 
When, after the first mingling of our tears, 
'Mong other consolations, we may draw 
Some pleasure from this offering of my love. 

Oh ! yet a few short years of useful life, 
And all will be complete, thy race be run, 
Thy monument of glory will be raised ; 
Then, though (too weak to tread the ways of truth) 
This age fall back to old idolatry. 
Though men return to servitude as fast 
As the tide ebbs, to ignominy and shame, 
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By natioiiSy sink together, we sliaU still 

Find solace — ^knowing what we have learnt to know, 

Bich in true happiness if allowed to be 

Faithful alike in forwarding a day 

Of firmer trust, joint labourers in the work 

(Should Frovidence such grace to us vouchsafe) 

Of their deliverance, surely yet to come. 

Prophets of Nature, we to them will speak 

A lasting inspiration, sanctified 

By reason, blest by faith : what we have loved, 

Others will love, and we will teach them how ; 

Instruct thein how the mind of man becomes 

A thousand times more beautiful than the earth 

On which he dwells, above this frame of things 

(Which, 'mid all revolution in the hopes 

And fears of men, doth still remain unchanged) 

In beauty exalted, as it is itself 

Of quality and fabric more divine. 



NOTES. 

♦ - 

Page 53. 

* The Farmer of TUdmry YaU? 

Witli this picture, whicli was taken from real life, compare the 
imaginative one of ''The Beverie of Poor Susan,*' vol. ii. p. Ill ; 
and see (to make up the deficiencies of this class) *' The Excursion,*' 
passim. 

• Page 83. 
*'Mon Cam^pion {Silene cieaulis),* 

This most beautiful plant is scarce in England, though it is found 
in great abundance upon the mountains of Scotland. The first 
specimen I ever saw of it, in its natire bed, was singularly fine, tiie 
tuft or cushion being at least eight inches in diameter, and the root 
proportiouably thick. I have only met with it in two places among 
our mountains, in both of which I have since sought for it in vain. 

Botanists will not, I hope, take it ill, if I caution them against 
carrying o£^ inconsiderately, rare and beatiful plants. This has 
often been done, particularly from Ingleborough and other moun- 
tains in Yorkshire, till the species have totally disappeared, to the 
great regret of lorers of nature living near the places where they 
grew. 

Page 94. 

< From the m>ott gentle creature nwrted infielda.^ 

This way of indicatbg the name of my lamented friend has been 
found fiiult with ; perhaps rightly so ; but I may say in justification 
of the double sense of the word, that similar aUosions are not 
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Qnoommon in eptaplui. One of the best in onr Iftnj^aage in verse, 
I erer read, was upon a person who bore the name of Palmer ; and 
the oonrse of the thought^ throughout) turned upon the Life of the 
Departed, considered as a pilgrimage. Nor can I think thftt the 
objection in the present oase wilT have much foroe with any one 
who remembers Charles Lamb*s beautiful sonnet addressed to his 
cwn name^ and ending — A 

' No deed of mine shall shame thee, gentle name !' 



Walter Scott 
8. T. Coleridge 
Charles Lamb 
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Page 102. 



died 21st Sept., 1832. 
25th July, 1834. 
27th Dec., 1834. 
SrdFeb., 1882. 
16th May, 1835. 
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